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PIOTUBB. 



'WnfTEB's wild blrthnight I In the fi*etM East 

The tmeaey mad moaiiB with its sense of oold. 

And sends its ngha throi^h gloomy mounts S^^^S^ 

Along the T&Qey, np the vhitening hill, 

T« tease the mghiug Bpirits of the pines, 

And waste in dismal woods thdr chilly life. 

The sky is dark, and on the huddled leaves — 

The restless, rustling leaves — tdfts down its sleet, 

inil the sharp crystals pin them to the earth. 

And they grow still beneath the rimng storm. 

He roofless bullock hugs the dhelteriog stack, 

fTith crin^^g head and closely gathered feet, 

nd waits with dumb endurance for the mom. 

Deep in a goaty cavern of the bam 
1* 



n„jN.«j-v Google 



10 BITTKB-SWIBT. 

!nie witlesB calf stands blatant at IiIb chain ; 
Wliile the brate mother, peot within her staJl, 
With the wild stress of instinct goes distnmi^t, 
And freU her horns, and liellows throngh the night. 
The stream rnns blade; and the &r vater&Il 
That sang so sweetly through the sommer eves. 
And swelled snd swajed to Zephyr's softest breath, 
Leaps with a sullen roar the dark abyss. 
And howls its hoarse responses to the wind. 
Tbo miH is stilL The distant fitctory. 
That twanned yeatreen with many-fingered life, 
And bridged the mer with a hundred bars 
Of molten light, is dark, and lifts its bulk 
With dim, uncertain angles, to the sky. 

Yet lower bowa the storm. Tba leafless treea 
Lash their lithe limbs, and, Tith migestio voice, 
Call to each other through the deepening gloom ; 
And slender trunks that lean on burly boughs 
Shriek with the sharp abrason; and the oak, 
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Mellowed in fibre by mmombered frosts, 
Tields to the shoulder of the lltaii Blast, 
Forsakes hs poise, and, with a booming crash. 
Sweeps a fierce passage to the smothered rocks. 
And Ues a shattered min. 

Other Booie:— 
Across the awale, half np the pine-capped hill. 
Stands the old fiinn4ionse with its dump of bama— 
The old red &rm-boase — dim and dun to-night, 
Save vhere the ruddy firelights from the hearth 
Flap their bright wings against (he window ponea, — 
A billowy swarm that beat th^ lender bars, 
Or seek the night to leave their track of fiame 
Upon the sleet, or mt, with shifting &et 
And restless plumes, among the poplar boughs^ 
rhe spectral poplars, standing at the gate. 

And now a man, erect, and tall, and strong. 

Whose thin white hair, uid cheeks of furrowed bnm«^ 
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13 BITTEB-SWXBT. 

And uident drees, betray Qte patriarch, 
Stands at the windoir, liatening to Uie Btonn 
And as the fire leaps with a wilder flam&— 
Moved by the tmd — it wraps and glorifies 
His stalwart frame, imtJl it flares and glows 
Ute the old prophets, in tranefignred guise, 
That shape the sunset for cathedral aisles. 
And now it passes, and a sweeter shape 
Stands in its place, O blest maternity t 
Hushed on her bosom, in a light embrace, 
Her baby sleeps, wrapped in its long white robe'; 
And as the flame, with soft, anroral sweeps, 
Bltmunates the pair, how like they seem, 
O Virpn Mother I to thyself and thine I 
Kow Samuel comes with carls of bandng gold 
To hearken to the voice of God withont : 
*' Speak, mighty One 1 Thy httle servant hears 1" 
And Miriam, miuden, from her honsehold cares 
Comes to the window in her loosened robe, — 
Comes with the bUdng timbrels in her hand,^ 
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And, as the noise of winds and waters Dwells, 
It shapes the song of triompli to her lips : 
"The horse and he who rode are orerthiown I" 
And now » man of noble port and brow, 
And aspect of benignant majesty, 
Assnmes the vacant niche, wliile either dde 
Press the &ir forms of children, and I hear. 
"Snfi^ the little ones to come to mel" 



N Google 



PEBSONS. 



Bjcsa dwells the good old &rmer, iHrael, 

In his ancestral home — a Puritan 

Who reads hk Bible duly, loves his God, 

And lives serenely in the faith of Christ. 

For three score years and ten his life has nm 

Through varied scenes of happiness and woe ; 

Bat, constant through the wide vidstdtude, 

He has confessed the giver of his joys. 

And kissed the hand that took them ; and whene'ei 

Bereavement has oppressed his soul with grie^ 

Or sharp misfortune stnng his heart with pain, 

He has bowed down in childlike &ith, and said, * 
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"Thy will, God — thy will be done, not mine!" 
His gentle wife, a dozen snmmers mce. 
Passed &om bis iiuthful arma and went to hearen; 
- And her best ^ft — a maiden sweetly namea — 
His daoghter Bath — orders the ancient honse. 
And £11b her mother's place beude the board. 
And cheers Ms life with songs and indnstry. 
But who are these who crowd the house tcHught— ' 
A happy throng? Wayfering pilgrims, who. 
Grateful for shelter, charm the golden hours 
"With the sweet jargon of a festival F 
Who are these &thersf who these mothers? who 
These pleasant children, mde with health and joy f 

It is the Puritan's Thanksgiving Eve; 

And gathered home, from fresher homes around. 

The old man's children keep the holiday — 

In dear New England, dnce the &therfl slept — 

The sweetest holiday of all the year. 

John Tjomee with Fradence and her little girl^ 
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16 aiTTER-SWEKT. 

And Peter, matdied with Patience, bringe his boys — 

Fur boys sad girls with good old Scripture names^ 

Joseph, Rebekah, Paul, and Samnel ; 

And Grace, young Rath's companion in the botise, 

Till wrested from her last Thanksgiving Day 

By the strong hand of Love, brings home her babe 

And the tall poet David, at 'nhose side 

She went away. And seated in the midst, 

Mary, a foster-daughter of the hoose, 

Of alien blood — self-aliened many a yeai>— 

Whose chaEtened face and melancholy eyes 

Bring all the wondering children' to her knee, 

Weeps with the strange excess of happiness. 

And ffighs with joy. 

What recks the driving storm 
Of each a scene as this ? And what reck these 
Of such a storm f For every heavy gust 
That smites the windows with its cloud of sleet, 
And shakes the eashes with its ghostly hands, 
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And rockB the manaon till tlie ohimne^'a tliroak 
Throngh all its sooty oavems abrieks and hovli^ 
They give full borsts of careless meniment. 
Or aonjTB that aend it baffled on its my. 
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Doubt takes to wings on suoIl a ni^t as thu f 
And vbSie the traveUer hup bis flattering cloak, 
And ata^era o'er the weary waste alone, 
Beneath a pitileBS heaven, they flap lua iaoe, 
And wheel abore, or hnnt hia flunting soul, 
As, with relentless greed, a Tultore throng, 
'With th^ lank shadows mook the glamg eyes 
Of the laat camel of the caravan. 
And Faith takes fomui and wings on such a night. 
Where love bams bristly at the household hearth, 
And from the altar of each peaceful heart 
Ascends the fragrant inoense of its thanks, 
And every pnlse with sympathetic throb 
TcUs the tm^ rhythm of tmstfiilest content, 
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The7 flatter in and ont, and tonch to Bmile§ 
The deeping lipfl of in&noy ; and &a 
The blnfih that lights the modest muden's cheeks; 
And toss the locks of children at thdr play. 

Silence is vocal if yre listen well ; 

And Life and Being sing in dullest ears 

From mom to night, from night to mom again. 

With fine articolationa ; bat vhen God 

Distm'bs the soul ^th terror, or inspires 

With a great joy, the irords of Doubt and Faith 

Sonnd quick and sharp like drops on forest leaves; 

And we look Tip to where the pleasant sky 

Kisses the thnnder-caps, snd drink the song, 

ft JSsng nl JBotAt 
Tlie day is qnenched, and Uie snn is fled ; 

God has forgotten Uie world I 
The moon is gone, and the stan are dead; 

God has foi^tten the woAA I 
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EvU baa wod in the horrid fead 

Of ages -mtii The ThroM ; 
Evil stands on the neok of Good, 

And rnles the world alon«. 

There is no good ; there is no God ; 

And Faith is a heartless cheat 
Who bares the back for the Devil's rod. 

And scatters thcoiu for the feet. 

What are prayers in the Up* of death, 
Riling and chilling with hail ? 

What are prayers bat wasted breaUi 
Beaten back by the gale f 

^e day is qaenched, and the sno is fled j 

God haa ibrgottcn the worid 1 
He moon is gone and the stars are dead ; 

God has forgotten the world 1 
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Day tUI retnm with s fresher boon ; 

God will remember the world ! 
Night will come with a newer moon ; 

Gk»d will remember the world I 

Eril 18 only the sUto of Good ; 

Sorrow the servant of Joy ; 
And the aonl is mad that refuses food 

Of the meanest in God's employ. 

The fomit^ of joy is fed by tears, 
And love is lit by the breath of dghs j 

The deepest grie& and the wildest fears 
Have holiest ministries 

Strong grows the oak in the sweeping storm; 
Safoly the flower sleeps tinder t&e snow ; 
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And the &nner'B hearth is never warm 
Hn the oold'wind starta to blovr 

Day iriil retoni with a fresher boon ; 

God will remMnber the world I 
Nig^t will oome with a newer moon i 

God irin remember the vorid t 
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FIRST MOVEMENT. 



UKALTTT— n* «gHir( ream qfa Jfm S*gland Jbm^ieiitt. 

PKESEST—JMmAMt, htad vf M< ^imiiiV ; Jodh, Fbiee, Dxtid. Vtraaaa, 
FBUViKoa, QBun, Uaet, Bum, and OhilDuh. 



THE QUESTION STATRD AND ARQUGD. 
I9SASL. 

Ruth, toaob the cradle Bojs, 70a most be still I 
Tbe baby cannot sleep in such s noise. 
Nay, Grace, stir not ; she'll Boothe Mm soon enongh. 
And tell biiH more sweet Btaff in half an hoar 
Than yon can dream, in dreaming half a year 
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[Kneeling and rocking A« en 
What IB the little one thintbg abont ? 
Very vonderfiil things, no doubt. 
Unwritten history ! 
Un&thomed mystery ! 
Tet he kugha and cries, and eata and drinks, 
And chnckies and orows, and nods and winks, 
As if his head were as full of kinks 
And cnrious riddles as any sphinx I 
Warped by colic, and wet by tears. 
Punctured by pins, and tortured by fears, 
Our little nephew will lose two years; 
And he'll never know 
Where the summers go ; — 
He need not laugh, for he'll find it so I 

Who can tell what a baby thinks ? 
Who can follow th" gossamer linki 
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By which the mannikin feels his way 
Out from the shore of the great anknown. 
Blind, and wailing, and alone, 

Into the light of day J — 
Out from the shore of the unknown sea, 
Tossing in pitiful agony, — 
Of the unknown sea that reels and rolls, 
Specked with the barka of little souls — 
Barks that were launched on the other ade, 
And slipped from HeaTen on an ebbing tide I 

What does he think of his mother's eyes P 
What does he think of his mother's bail ? 

What of the cradle-roof that flies 
Forward and backward through the air ? 

What does he think of his mother's breast — 
Bare and heautifli], smooth and white, 
Seeking it ever with fresh delight — ■ 

Cup of his life and conch of his rest V 
What does he think when her quick embraoe 
Presses his hand and bnriea his face 
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Deep where the heart-throbB sink and Bwell 
With a tenderneaa she can never tell, 
Tboa^ she mammr the words 
Of all the bird*— 
Words she has leamed to murmur well t 
Kow he thinks he'll go to sleep I 
I can see the shadow creq> 
Over his eyes, in soft eclipse, 
Over his brow, and ov^ his lips, 
Out to his little finger-tips I 
Softly inking, down he goes t 
Down he goes 1 Down he goes I 

[Bising ami car^faily retrtatmg tf h 
Seel He is hnsbed in sweet repos ! 



[rownftv. 
Behold a miracle I Mufde transformed 
To morphine, and the drowsy god invoked 
By the poor prattle of a maiden's tongue I 
A moment more, and we shonld all have gone 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



BITTEJl-SWEET. 29 

Dovii into dreamland irith tbe Labe I Ah, well < 
Tbere ib no end of wonder§. 

BDTB. 

None, indeed I 
When lasy ])oetB who have gorged themselves, 
And cannot keep awake, make the attempt 
To shift the harden of their drow^ess. 
And charge a ^1 with what they owe to greed. 

DAVID. 

At your old tricks agun I No sleep induced 
By flong of yours, or any other bird's, 
Can linger long when you begin to talk. 
Grace, box your raster's ears for me, and save 
The trouble of my rirang. 

KDra, 
lAdnaneing and in««Utv hi *f>* *^ f^ Qraet 
Sister mine. 
Now ^TO the proof of your obedi^oe 
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To your imperioiu lord I Strike, if 70a dare I 
I'll wske your baby if jon lift yoni hand. 
Itat king; bal poet; who is master now- 
Baby or hosband f Pr'ytheo, tell me that. 
Were I a man, — thank Heaven I am not ! — 
And had 8 wife who cared not for my will 
More than your wife for yours, I'd hang myself 
Or wear an apron. See 1 she kiaaea me I 



And answers to my will, though well she knows 
I'll epare to her bo terrible a task, 
And take the awlul burden on myself; 
Which I will dp, m future, if she please I 



Now have you conquered I I<ook I I am your slaye, 
Denounce me, scourge me, anything but kisa ; 
For life is sweet, and I alone am left 
To comfort an old man. 
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Knth, that will do t 
Remember I'm a Justice of the Peace, 
And bide no- qaarrels ; and if yon and David 
Pcmst ill strife, m place you onder bonds 
For good behavior, or condemn you both 
To solitary durance for the night. 



Father, yon M to understand the case, 
And do me wrong, David has threatened me 
With an assault that proves intent to kill ; 
And here's my sUter Oraoe, his wedded wife, 
Wbo'Il take her oath, that just a year ago 
He entered mto bonds to keep the peace 
Toward mo and womankind. 

DAVID. 

I'm qnite asleep. 
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We'll aL agi^ thai, to pronounce it qotts. 



Tm he avalce agmn, of course. I tnut 
I have sufficient gallantry to grant 
A nap between encounters, to a fbe 
With odds against him. 



Peace, my danghter, peace I 
You're had your lull revenge, and va have had 
Enough of laughter once the day began. 
We must not squander all Uiese predous hours 
Inrgest and merriment; for when the gun 
Shall nse to-morrow, we shall iieparate, 
Not knowing we sliaU ever meet agidn. 
Meetings like this are rare this dde of Heaven, 
And seem to me the best mementoes left 
Of Eden's hours. 
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Most eertaMj the best, 
And quite the rarest, but, unluckily, 
The weakest, as va know ; for an and p^ 
And evils mnltlfonn, that swarm the earth. 
And poison all our jo^s and all our hearts, 
Kemiud us moet of Eden's forfeit bllsa. 



Forfmt through woman. 



Forfeit through her power i— 
A power not lost, as most men know, I think, 
Beyond the knowledge of their tmstfiil wireiL 

, lUBT. 

[Siaing, and KoHiing Jntrriedlf/ lo Iht u 
TIe a wQd night without. 
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And getting wild 
Within. Not Grace, I — all of ns—protest 
Against A scene tonight. Look 1 You have dri^ec 
One to the window blushing, and you lord. 
With loweriiig brow, is making stern essay 
To Btare the fire-dogs ont of countenance. 
These honest brothers, with their honest wives, 
Grow glnm imd solenin, too, as if they feared 
At the next gnat to see the windows burst, 
Or a riven poplar crashing throagh the roo£ 
And think of me I — a mmple-hearted maid 
Who learned from Cowper only yesterday 
(Or a soboolmaster, with a handsome fiice, 
Aud a strange passion for the text), the &ct, 
rhat wedded bliss alone survives the falL 
I'm shocked ; I'm frightened ; and I'll never wed 
Unless I — change my mind ! 
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Aad I oonsent. 



And the §cbooImaster witb Uie handsome Sioo 
Propose, - 



Yoor pardon, &tber, for the jest I 
Bnt I have never patience vith the ills 
That make intrusion on my happy hours. 
I know the world is fiill of evil things. 
And shudder with the cosscionsness. I know 
That care has iron crowns for m^iy brows; 
That Calvaries are everywhere, whereon 
Virtne b cmdfied, and nails and spears 
Draw guiltless blood ; that sorrow sits and drinks 
At sweetest hearts, till all their life is dry ; 
That gentle q>irits on the rack of pain 
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Gron £unt or ficroe, and pray and curse by turns ; 

Tliat Hell's temptations, clad in Heavenly gniae 

And armed witL might, lie evermore in wait 

Along life's path, giving assault to all — 

Fatal to moat ; that Death stalks through the earth, 

Choosing his victims, sparing none at last; 

That in each shadow of a pleasant tree 

A grief dts sadly sobbing to its leaves ; 

And that bemde each fearful soul there walks 

The dim, gaunt phantom of uncertamty, 

Bidding it look before, where none may see, 

And all must go ; but I forget it all — 

I thrust it irom me always when 1 may ; 

Else I shonld hint with fear, or drown myself 

Lt pity. God for^ve me I but I've thought 

A thousand times that if I had Wb power, 

Or He my love, we'd have a different world' 

Fi-om this we live in. 
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Those are sinful thoughts, 
ftly daaghter, and too surely indicate 
A wilful soul, imrecondled to God. 



So yon have told me often. Ton have said 
That God is just, and I have looked around 
To seek the proof in human lot, in rain. 
The run &I1b kindly on the just man's fields, 
But on the unjust man's more kindly still ; 
And I have never known the winter's blast, 
Or the qniok lightning, or the pestilence. 
Make nice discriminationB when let sUp 
From God's right hand. 



•Tis a great mystery ; 
Tet God is just, and, — ^blessed be His name I 
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Is loving too. I know that I am veak, 

And that the pathway of Hia Providence 

Ib on the hills where I may never climb. 

Therefore my reaaou yields her hand to Faith, 

And follows meekly where the angel leads. 

I see the rich man have his portion here, 

And Lazarus, in glorified repose. 

Sleep like a jewel on the breast of Faith 

In Heaven's broad light. I see that whom God loves 

He chastens sorely, but I ask not why. 

I only know that God is just and good : 

All else is mystery. Why evil lives 

Within His nniverse, I may not know. 

I know it lives, and tmts the vital air ; 

And that in ways inscrutable to me — 

Yet compromising not his sonndless love 

And boundless. power — it lives agaanst Hia wifl. 
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I am not satMed. If evil lire 

Ag^nst God'B will, evil is kiog of aU, 

And they do veU who worship Lucifer. 

I am not satisfied. My reason spurns 

Such prostitution to absnrdities. 

I Imow that you are happy ; but I shrink 

From your blind &ith with loathing and with f 

And feel that I must win it, if I win, 

With the surrender, not of will alone, 

But of the noblest faculty that God 

Has crowned me with. 



blind and stubborn child 1 
My light, my joy, my burden and my grief! - 
How would I lead yon to the wells of peace, 
And see you dip your fevered palms and drink 1 
Gladly to purcluuio this would I lay down 
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The predoiu reomant of my life, and sleep. 
Wrapped in the fiuth you spiim, till the archangel 
Souiida the laat tramp. But God^s good vill be done I 
I leave yon with Him. 



Father, talk not tbns 1 
Oh, do not blame me 1 I would do it oil. 
If bnt to bless yon with a angle joy ; 
But I am helpless. 



God will help yon. Rath. 



To quench my reason ? Can I ask the boon f 
iSj lips wonld blister with the blasphemy. 
I cannot take your fkith ; and that is why . 
[ would forget that I am in a world 
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Where evii lives, and why I guard my joys 
With snch a jealous oare. 



There, Buth, eit down ! 
Tia the old qaeBtlon, with the old reply. 
Ton fly along the path, with bleeding feet, 
Where many feet have flown and bled before ; 
And he who seeka to gnide yon to the goal, 
Has (let me say it, father,) stopped far short, 
And taken refiige at a wayude inn, 
Whose haonted halls and mazy passages 
Receive no light, save through the riddled roo^ 
Heroed thick by pSgrim staves, that Fiuth may lie 
Upon it0 back, and only gaze on Heaven. 
I woald not banish evil if I could ; 
Nor would I be so deep in love with joy 
As to seek for it in forgctiiilnes^ 
Through faith or fear. 
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Teaoh me the better way, 
And every expiration from laj lips 
Shall be a gratefbl blesmng on your head; 
And in the coming world I'll seek the ude 
Of no more gradons angel than the man 
Who ^ves me brotherhood by leading me 
Home with himself to heaven. 



My son, 
Be carefhl of yonr words 1 *Tis no light ttung 
To take the guidance of a straying soul. 



I mark the burden well, and love it, too, 
Because I love the girl and love her lord. 
And seek to vindicate Ilia love to her 
And waken hem for Htm. Be this my plea: 
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God ie almighty — all-beneTolent ; 
And naught exists save by Hia loving Trfll. 
Evil, OT what we reckon snch, exists. 
And not ag^nst His will; else the Supreme 
Is snbject, and we have in place of God 
A phantom nothing, with a phantom name. 
Therefore I care not whether He ordain 
That evil live, or whether He permit; 
Therefore I aek not why, in either case^ 
As if He meant to curse me, bat I ask 
What He Y^^d have this evU do for mef 
What ia ita mia»on? what its ministry P 
What golden fruit lies bidden in its husk? 
How shall it nnrse my virtue, nerve my will, 
Chasten my pasdons, purify my love. 
And make me in some goodly sense like Iflm 
Wio bore the cross of evil while He lived, 
Who hung and bled upon it when He died, 
And now, in glory, wears the victor's crown? 
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If evil, then, have privilege and part 

In the economy of holiness, 

Why came the Christ to save us &om its poiret 

And briog us restoration of the bliss 

IfOst in the lapse of Eden ? 



And votild you 
Or Rntli have restoration of that bliss, 
And welcome transplantation to the state 
Afisodate with it? 



Would I? Would I not I 
Oh, I hare dreamed of it a thousand times, 
Slecpmg and waking, once the torch of thonght 
Flashed into Same at Revelation's toach. 
And filled my spirit with its qnenchlesa fire. 
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UoBt ennoas dreuns of innooenoe and joy 

Have haouted me, — dreams that vers bom in ein, 

Tet swathed in shunless snow. I've dreamed, and 



Of wondrous trees, crowned with perennial green, 

Wlioae soft still shadows gleamed with golden lamps 

Of pendle frnitage, or were flashed with life 

Badiant and taoefol when broad flooks of birds 

Swept in and out like sheets of living flame. 

I've dreamed of aisles tufted with velvet grass, 

And bordered with the strange intelligenoe 

Of myriad loving eyes among the flowers, 

That watched me with a cnrions, oahn delight, 

Ab rows of vaysde cherubim may watch 

A new boo], walking into Paradise. 

Pve dreamed of sunsets when the sun supine 

Lay rooking on the ocean like a god, 

And threw ios weary arms far up the sky, 

And with vermillion-tinted fingers toyed 

With the long tresses of the evening star. 
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I've dreamed of dreams more beautiiiil than all— 

Dreams that were music, perfume, Tidon, bliss,— 

Blent aod sublimed, till I have stood enwrapped 

In the' qmck essence of an atmosphere 

That made me tremble to miclose my eyes 

Lest I should look on God, And I have dreamed 

Of sinless men and maids, mated in heaven, 

Ere yet their souls had songht for beanteous forma 

To give them human sense and residenoe, 

Moving tbrongh all this realm of choice delights 

For ever and for aye; with hands and hearts 

Immaculate as hght; without a thought 

Of evil, and without a name for fear. 

Oh, when I wake from happy dreams like these, 

To the old constnousneBS that I must die. 

To the old presence of a guilty heart, 

To the old fear that hannta me night and day, 

Wliy should I not deplore the graceless &1I 

Tliat makes me what I am, and shuts me out 

From a condition and society 
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As moch above a mnful maiden's dreams 
As Eden blest surpasses Eden cnrst ? 



So yon would be another Eve, and so^ 
Fall with the Brst temptation, like hergelf I 
God seeks for rirtnej you for innocence. 
You'll find it in the cradle — ^nowhere else — 
Save in your dreams, among the grown up bal'ef« 
That dwelt in Eden — powerless, pulpy souls 
That showed a dimple for each touch of sin. 
God seeks for virtue, and, that it may live, 
It must redst, and that which it resists 
Must live. Believe me, God has other thought 
Than restoradon of our &llen race 
To its primeval innocence and bliss. 
If Jeans Christ — as we are taught — was bI^ 
From the foundaUon of the world, it was 
Because our evil lived in esaeuoe then- 
Coeval with the great, mysterious feet. 
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And Ho WM bI^ that we migbt be tranaformed,— 

Ifot into Adam's sweet dmilitnde — 

But the more glorious image of Himself— 

A resolution of our deaUny 

As higb transcending Eden's life and lot 

As he sorpasses Eden's &llen lord. 

You're very bold, my brother, very bold. 
Did I not know yon for aa tamest man, 
When sacred theme, -.o^ve you to ntterance, 
I'd chide you for those most irreverent words 
Which make essential to the Christlaii scheme 
That which the scheme <was made to kill, or cured. 



Yet they do save some very awkward words, 
That limp to make apology for God, 
And, while they justify Him, half ooufesB 
The adverse verdict of appearances. 
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I am ashamed tHsit in this Christian age 

Tho pious throng Still bug the fiUlncy 

That this dear world of onrs wbs not ordiunnd 

Th« theatre of evil; for no lav 

Dedared of Ood from all eternitj 

Can live a moment save by lease of pi^ 

Law oamiot lire, e^en in God's inmost thonght, 

Save by the nde of eviL What were law 

But a weak jest without its penaltv? 

Never a law was bom that did not fly 

Forth from the bosom of Omrdpotenoe 

Matohed, wing-and-wing, with evil and with good, 

Avenger and rewarder — both of God. 



I &ce your thought and ^ve it audience 
But I cannot embrace it till it oome 
■With florae of truth's credentials in 
The fruits of gracions nunistries. 
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Does he 
Who, driven to lahor by the threat'ning weeds, 
And forced to ^ve hie acres light and ur 
And traps for dew and reservoirs for r^, 
Till, in the smoky light of harvest time, 
The ra^;ed husks reveal the golden com, 
Ask truth's credentials of the weeds? Does he 
Who prunes the orchard boughs, or tills the field, 
Or fells the foreste, or pursues thdr prey, 
Until the gnarly muscles of his limbs 
And the iree blood that thrills in all his vtanu 
Betray the health that toil alone seeares, 
Ask tmth'a credentials at the hand of toil? 
Do yon ssk truth's credentials of the storm, 
Which, while we entertain commnnion here. 
Makes better mnsic for oar huddling hearts 
Than choirs of stars can sing in fidrest nights? 
Tet weeds are evils — evils toil and storm. 
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We may snspect the fitir, smooth &cfi of good ; 
Bnt evil, that aasdls us nndiagmsed. 
Bears erennore Ood*a wairant in its hands. 



I fear these slver sophistries of yoors. 

If my poor judgment ^ves them honest weight, 

Far less than thirty will betray your Iiord. 

Yon call that evil which is good, and good 

That wbidi is evQ. You apologize 

For that which Ood must hate, and justify 

The life and. perpetuity of that 

Which sets itself agEunet His holiness. 

And sends its discords through tlie nniverae 



I Borrrow if I shock yoo, for I seek 
To comfort and inspire. I see aronnd 
A ffllant company of doubtful sonls ; 
Bat I may challenge any one of them 
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To quote the meaneet blessbg of its life, 

And prove that evil did not make the ^ft, 

Oi beat it from ihe ^ver to its hands. 

The great salvation wrought by Jesas ChriBt— 

That sank an Adam to reveal a God — 

Had never come, but at the call of sin. 

No risen Lord could eat the feast of love 

Here on the earth, or yonder in the sky, 

Had He not lain withm the sepulchre. 

'TIS not the lightly hiden heart of maa 

That loves the best the hand that blesses all ; 

But that which, groaning with its weight gf sin, 

Meetfi with the mercy that fbrgiveth much. 

God never £uls in an experiment, 

Kor tries experiment upon a race 

But to educe its highest style of life, 

And subHmate its issues. Thus to me 

Evil is not a mystery, but a means 

Selected from the infinite resouroe 

To make the most of me. 
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Thank God for %ht I 
Hieae tmtha are slowly dawning on my soul. 
And take podtion in the firmament 
That spans my thonght, like stars that know their 

place. 
Dear Lord 1 what visions orovd before my eyes — 
Viaiona drawn fiirth from memory's myateries 
By,the sweet shining of these holy lights I 
X see a girl, once lightest in the dance, 
And maddest with the gayety of lit^ 
Grow pale and pulHelesa, wasting day by day, 
While death lies idly dreaming in her breast, 
Blighting her breath, and poisoning her blood, 
I see her frantic with a fearful thonght 
That hannts and horrifies her shrinkmg sonl, 
And bursts in oghs and sobs and fereriah prayers; 
And now, at last, the awful struggle ends. 
A sweet smile rits npon her angel iaoe^ 
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And peaoe, irith domy bosom, nestles close 

Where her worn heart throbs funtly; doaer BtOl 

Ab the death ahadowfl gather; doser still. 

As, on white winga, tbe oatward-going sool 

Fliea to a homo it never wonld have songht. 

Had a great enl &iled to point the way. 

I see a yonth whom God has crowned with power 

And ooraed with poverty. With bravest heart 

He straggles with his lot, through toilsome years,— 

Kept to tiis task by daily want of bread. 

And kept to virtue by his daily task, — 

Tm, gainmg manhood in the manly strife, — 

The £re that fills him smitten from a flint — 

Tbe strength that arms him wrested irom a fiend-^ 

He stands, at last, a master of himself, 

And, in that grace, a master of his kind. 



Familiar visions these, but ever flili 
Of inspiration and signifioanoe. 
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Now that your eyes are opened and you see, 
Your heart shonld take swift cognizance, and feel. 
Hov do these vifuons move yon^ 



lake the hand 
Of a strong angel on my shoulder laid, 
Tonohing the secret of the apirit'a wings. 
My heart grows brave. I'm ready now to work- 
To work with God, and sofibr with His Christ ; 
Adopt His meaanrea, and abide His means, 
If^ in the law that spans the universe 
(The law its maker may not disobey). 
Virtue may only grow from innocence 
Utrongh a great struggle with oppofdng ill ; 
If I must win my way to perfectness 
In the sad path of suffering, lUce Him 
The over-flowing river of whoso life 
Touches the flood-mark of humanity 
On the white pillars of the heavenly throne, 
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Then welcome evil I Welcome ffloknesa, toil, 
Sorrow and pain, the fear and fact ot death I 



And welcome sin? 

Ah, David 1 welcome ran t 

DAVID, 

The &ct of on— flo mnc^ ; — it most needs be 

Offences come; if woe to Mm by whom. 

Then with good reason ; but the &ot of Mn 

Unlocked the door to Ughest destiny. 

That Christ might enter in and lead tiie way. 

God loves not ran, nor I; bnt in the throng 

Of evils that asaiul us, there are none 

That yield their strength to Ytrtne's strn^liug arm 

With such munificent reward of power 

As great temptations. We may win by toil 
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Endurance ^ aaiaiij fortitude b^ pain ; 

By melmesB, patience ; ^tb and trust hj fear ; 

But tbe great stimulus that spurs to life, 

And crowds to geDerons development 

Eacb cbastened power and passion of the soul, 

Is tbe temptation of tbe soul to mn, 

Reiasted, and re-conquered, evermore. 



I am content ; and now that I have caught 
Bright glimpses of tbe outlines of your scheme, 
As of a landscape, graded to the sky, 
And seen through trees wbOe passing, I dedre 
No vidon tbrtber till I make surrey 
In some good time when I may come alone, 
And drink its beauty and its blessedness. 
' I've been forgetful in my earnestness, 
And wearied every one with talk. These boys 
Are restive grown, or nodding in their, chfurs, 
And older heads are set, as if lor sleep. 
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[ beg their pardon for my theft of time, 
AnJ will offend no more. 



Rath, is it right 
To leave a brother in such plight as thi»— 
Esther to imitate yonr oonrteay, 
Or by yonr act to be adjudged a boor? 



Heaven grant yon never note s sin of mine 
Save of yonr own oonstmcUoii I 



Let it pass! 
I Bee the epell of thonghtfiihiess is gone, 
Or going swiftly. I will not oompl^; 
fiat ere these lads are &stened to their games, 
And thoughts arise discordant with our them^ 
Let OS witb gratitnde approach the throne 
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And worship God. I wiab once more to lead 
Your hearU in prater, and follow with my own 
The leadin^f of y^onr aong of thaukfulneas. 
Then will I lease *nd leave yon for the night 
To such dlvertisement as suits the time, 
And meeta your humor, 

[Thej/ aU arite and A4 old man pra 



[4*r ^pom. 
David, let'uH see 
Whether your memory prove as true as mine. 
Do you recall the promise made by you 
This night one year ago, — to write a hymn 
For this occafflOQ? 

DATID. 

I recall, and keep. 
Here are the copies, written fiurly oat. 
Here, — &ther, Mary, Ruth, and all the rest; 
There's one Sjr each. Kow what shall be the tunef 
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Tbe old One Hundredtb— noblest time of tunes I 
Old tones are predooa to m« as old paths 
In vhich I wandered when a h^p; bo;. 
In trath, they are the old paths of my son]. 
Oft trod, veil worn, &miliar, np to God. 



[A whicA oB mik to n 

For Summer's bloom and Antumn'a blight, 
For bending wheat and blasted raahe, 

For health and dckness, Lord of light. 
And Lord of darkness, hear onr prusel 

We trace to Thee ow joys and woes, — 
To Thee of canses still the oanse, — 

We thant Thee that Thy hand bestows; 
We bleis Thee that Thy love withdraws. 
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We bring no Borrows to Thy throne ; 

Wa come to Thee with no oomplunt ■ 
In Providence Thy will is done, 

And that is sacred to the saint. 

Here on this blest Thank^ring Night; 

We nuae to Thee oar gratefiil voice ; 
For what Thon doeat, Lord, is righfa) 

And thus believing, we rejoice. 



A good old tnne, indeed, and strongly anng; 
Bat, in my mind, the man who wrote the hymn 
Had seemed more modest, had he paused awhile, 
Ere by a trick he Aimished other toDgnes 
With words he coily has the heart to i^g. 

lUTID. 

Oh, Grace I Dear Grace I 
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Ton may well cry for grsce^ 
If tliat's the oompany yoa have to keep, 

I thongat yoa coavert to his sophistry. 
It makes no difference to him, yon know, 
Whether I ptegne or please. 

It does to yoB. 

lEBAXL, 

There, children 1 No more bitter worda Uke those 1 

I do not nndersland them; they avake 

A sad uneaMness within my heart. 

I found bnt Christian meaning in the hymn; 

Aye, I could say amen to every line, 

As to the breatliings of my own poor prayer. 

But let ns talk no more. I'll to my bed. 

Good night, my children I Happy thoughts be yours 

mi sleep aiiive — then happy dreams till dawn I 
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Father, good night I 

paUXL reUrM. ^ 

BUTH. 

There, little boys and girl^> 
Off to the kitchen I Now there's fan for you. 
Play blind-man's-buff nntil yon break yonr heads ; 
And then at down bende the roaring fire, 
And with wild stories scare yonrselves to death. 
We'll all be out there, by-and-by. Meanwhile, 
I'll try the cellar ; and if David, here, 
Will pronuse good behavior, he shall be 
My oandle-bearer, basket-bearer, and-^ 
Bat no I The pitcher I will bear myself. 
I'll never trust a jntdier to a man 
Under tins house, and — seventy years of age. 

[ZAa A^dren fvth <mt ^ At nwm vHh « >hoHl,_ wAfcA «Mia 

That noisy little yonngster on the floor 

Slept through theology, bat wakes with mirth— 
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Freoocioos little creature I He must go 

Up to his chamber. Come, Grace, take bun oS,-^ 

Basket and all Mary will lend a hand. 

And keep yon <!om.pany until he sleeps, 

[Oraoi and Uabt ncTnon Via ernUt te the chamber, and DAVm 
and BUTR rettrv lo du aOar. 



IBuing and jrowmi^ 
IsDt she the straugest (pri 70a erer sair ? 

FBUCSNCB. 

Queer, rather, I should say. Grace, now, ia strange^ 

I think she treats her huBband shamefully. 

I can't unagine what possesses her, 

Thus to toss taunts at him with every word. 

If in his doctrines there be truth enough, 

He'll be a saint. 



FATTVNGB, 

If he live long enough. 
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,WeI], now I tell yoUf snoh wild men as be,'^ 
Men who have crazy crotcheta in their heads,— 
Can't make a woman happy. Don't 70a see f 
He isnt eettled. He baa wandered off 
From the old l ^nd ma r h*, and has lost liimiwlf^ 
I may judge wrongly ; bat if troth were told 
Tbere'd be ezoose for Grace, I warrant ye. 
Grace is a right good g^l, or was, before 
She married David, 



Everybody says 
He makes proviedtm for hia &mily. 
Tike a good husband. 



We can hardly tell. 
When men get loose in th^r theology 
The screws are started np in eTerythtng. 
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Of course, I dont apologize fi>r Grace. 
I think she might have done more pmdeatlj 
Than introdace her troubles here to uight, 
But, after all, we do not know the canne 
That Btira her fi-etfulnees. 

Well, let it go I 
What does the evening's talk amount to f Who 
Is wiser for the wisdom of the hour f 
The good old paths are good enough for me. 
The &thOTs walked to heaven in them, and we. 
By following meekly where they trod, may reach 
The home they found. There will be mysteries ; 
I^et those who like, bother thdr heads with them. 
If Rath and David seek to fathom all, 
I wish them patienoe in their bootless quest. 
For one, I'm glad the i<iiBty talk is done. 
And we, alone. 

TkTIBSCB, 

And L 
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I, too. 
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FIBST EPISODR 



UXUJJTT-n« OMar Oofr* <n4 A* ABon 
PHBSSHT-IIATm m4 Bg«. 



THE QXJESnOS ILLUantATED BY NATUBSL 



Look There 70a step, or you'll stumble I 
Care for yonr ooat, or you'll crook it I 

Down with your orown, man I Be humble 1 
Put your head mto your pooket. 
Else BQinetlimg or other will knock iL 

Pont bit that jar of cucumbers 
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StandlDg on the broad stair I 
They have not waked from thw alnmben 
^ce the; stood ibera. 



Tet tb^ have lived in a constant jir t 
What remarkable sleepers they are I 



Tom to the left — shon the wall- 
One step more — that is all I 
Now we are Bafe on tfae groond 
I will show yon around. 

Sixteen barrels of dder 
' Ripening all in a row t 
Open the vent-channels wider I 
See the froth, drifted like bqoWi 
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Blown by the tempest below 1 

Tlioae delectable juioes 

Flowed through the sinaoQS sIuioeB 

Of sweet springs under the orchard ; 

Climbed into fountains that diained them ; 

Dripped into cnpa that retained them. 

And swelled till they dropped, and we gained them. 

Then they were gathered and tortured 

By passage from hopper to vat, 

And fell— every apple cruHhed flat. 

Ah I how the bees gathered round them. 

And how delicioui they found them I 

Oat-straw, as iri^rant as clover, 

Was platted, and smoothly turned over. 

Weaving a neatly-ribbed basket ; 

And, as they built np the casket, 

In went the pulp by the scoop-full, 

'Kll the juice flowed by the stonp-full,— 

Filling the half of a pmicheon 

While the men swallowed their Innohcon. 
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Pure grew the stream with the Btrev 

Of the lever and screw, 
mi the last drops from the prees 

Were as bright as the dew. 
There were these juices spilled ; 
There were these barrels filled j 
Sixteen barrels of dder — 
Kipening all in a row I 
Open the vent-channels wider I 
See the froth, drifted like snow. 
Blown by the tempest below I 



Hearts, like apples, are hard and sour, 
mi crashed by Pain's reeiatleas power ; 
And yield thdr juices rich and blaod 
To none but Sorrow's heavy hand, 
llie purest streams of homau love 
Flow naturally never. 
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But gusb by presHore from above^ 

With Ood's hand on the lever. 

The first are tnrHdeat and meanest ; 

The last are sweetest and gereneat. 



Sermon quite short for the text t 
What shall we hit upon next ?• 
Lift ap the lid of that cask ; 

See if the brine be abimdant ; 
Easy for me were the task 

To make it rednndant 
With tears for my beautiful Zeph;^— 

Pot of the pasture and stall — 
Whitest and comelieet hmfer, 

Gentlest of all I 

Oh, it seemed cmel to slay het I 

But they insulted my Jirayer 

For her careless and innocent life, 
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And the creature was brongfat to ihe knife 
"With gratitude in her eye ; 
For they patted her back, and chafed her head. 
And coaxed her vith softest words, as they led 

Her np to the ring to die. 
Do yon bhiine me for crying 
When my Zephyr was dying V 
I shot my room and my ears, 
And opened my heart Mid my tears, 
And wept for the half of a day ; 

And I con]d not go 

To the rooms below 
Till the butcher went away. 



Life evermore is fed by death, 

In earth and sea and sky; 
And, that a rose may breathe its breatn, 
Something must die. 
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Earth is s sepnIcliTe of flowers, 

Wtoae vitalizing mould 
Throngh bonndlesB transmutation towors, 
In green and gold. 

The oak tree, struggling with the blast, 

Devonrs ite &ther tree. 
And sheds its leaves and drops its mast, 
That more may be. 

The £iIcon preys upon the finch. 

The finch upon the fly 
And nought will loose the hnnger-pinoh 
But death's wild cry, 

Hie milbJiured heifer's life must pass 

That it may fill your own, 
Aa passed the sweet life of the grass 
She fed upon. 
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The power enslaved by yonder caak 

Shall many burdens beflr; 
Shall nerve the toiler at his task. 
The BonI at prayer. 

From lowly woe springs lordly joy; 

From humbler good diviner; 
The greater life must aye destroy 
And drink the minor. 

hand to hand life's onp is passed 
Being's piled gradation, 
sa to angels yield at last 
The rich collation. 



we are done with the bmte; 
et ns loolt at the fruit, — 
barrel, I'm told, 
grafts half a d<^en years old. 
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That is a barrel of roaseta; 
But 76 caa hardly diaonsB its 

Spheres of frost and flint, 
Till, smitten by thoughts of Spring, 
And the old tree blossoming, 
Th^ bronze takes a yelloirer tint, 
And the pulp grows mellower int. 
But oh! when they're siok with the saTon 

Of sweets that they dream o^ 
Sure, all the toothsomest flavors 

They hold the eream of I 
You win be beting in May, 
In yonr irreostible way, 
For a peck of the apples in gray. 

Those are the pearm^na, I thinl^! — 
Bland and insipid as eggs; 
They were too lazy to drink 

The light to its dregs, 
And left them upon the rind — 
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A delicate filia of blue^ 
Leave them alone; — I can find 
Better apples for yoo. 

ThoRe are the Rhode Island greeninga; 
Excellent apples for pies; 
There are no m;etioal meanings 
In fruH of that color and size. 
They are too coarse and too juiceiti]; 
They are too large and too nsefiil. 

There are the Baldwins and Flyers, 
Wrapped in their beaatifol fires! 
Color forks up from their sterna 

Aa if painted by Flora, 
Or aa ont from tlie pole stream the flamei 

Of the Northern Anrora. 

Here shall onr qnest have a close; 
Fill up your basket with those; 
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Bite throngh their vestarfl ol flame, 

And then you will gather 
All that is meaot b^ the name, 

" Seek-no-farther I" 



The native orchard's ^rest trees, 

Wild spriaging on the hill. 
Bear no each predous fruits as these, 
And never will; 

Till axe and saw and pruning buie 

Cut from them every bough, 
And they receive a gentler life 

Than crowns them now. 

And Kature*B children, evermore. 

Though grown to stately stature. 
Must bear the fruit their fathers bora — 
The fruit of nalme ; 
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1111 eiery thrifty vice is made 

The dioolder for s don, 
Cat from the bending trees that duido 
The hills of Zion. 

Sorrow must crop each paasitmHshoot, 

And pdn each lost in&nial. 
Or hnmim life can besr do fruit 
To life eternal. 

For angels wut on Providence} 

And mark the sundered places^ 

To graft with gentlest instniments 

The heavenly graoes. 



Well, you're a curious creature 1 
Ton should have been a preachw. 
But look at that bin of potatoes — 
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Grown io all tdngolar shapes — 
lied and in olnsters, like grapes, 

Or more like tomatoes. 
Those are Merinoee, I guess; 

Very prolific and cheap ; 
They make an excellent mesa 

For a cov, or a sheep, 
And are good for the table, they say, 
'When the vinter has passed away. 

Those are my beautiful Carters; 
Every one doomed to be martyrs 

To the ecoentric dedre 
, Of Christian people to sMn them^— 

Brought to the trial of fire 
For the good that is in them I 
Ivory tnbers — divide one I 
, Ivory aJl the way through I 
Kever a hollov in^de one; 

Never a core, black or blue I 
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Ah, yoa Bhoold taste them when Toasted I 
(CheBtoata are not half bo good;) 

And yoa -would find that I've boasted 
Less than I should. 

The; make the meal for Sondaj noon; 
And, if ever you eat one, let me beg 
Yoa to manage it just as yoa do an egg. 

Take a pat of bntter, a alver spoon, 

And wrap yoor napkin ronnd the shell: 

Have yoa seen a humming-bird probe the bell 

Of a white-lipped morning-glory? 

Well, that's the rest of the story ! 

But it's very angular, surely, 

They shonld produce so poorly. 

Father knows that I want ihem. 

So he continues to plant them; 

But, if I try to argue the question. 
He Bcodb, as a thrifty fiirmer will ; 

An4 puts me down with the stale snggestiott— 
" Small potatoes, and few in a hilL" 
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Thtu is H over all the earthi 

That vhioh we call the &irest, 
And prize fiir its surpasmg worth, 
la always rarest. 

Iron is heaped in moimtam pUee, 
And glata the laggard forges; 
But gold-flakea gleam in dim defilea 
And lonely gorges. 

The snowy marble f eoks the land 

With heaped and romided ledges, 
Bat diamonds hide within the sand 
Their starry edges. 

The finny armies olog the twiue 

That sweeps the lazy river, 
But pearls oomo sbgly from the brine. 
With the pale diver. 
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tiod ^ves no Talue onto men 

Unmatehed by meed of labor ; 
And Cost of Wortb has over been 
Tlie doBCst neighbor. 

Wide is the gate and broad the way 

That open to perdition, 
And oonntless mulUtndes are they 
Who seok admission. 

But strait the gate, the path nnldnd, 

That lead to life immortal, 
And few the oareiiil feet that find 
The hidden portal. 

All common good has common price; 

Exceeding good, exceeding; 
Christ bought the keys of Paradise 
By cruel bleeding; 

And every soul that wins a place 
Upon its hills of pleasure. 
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Most pre lU all, and b«^ for grace 
To fill the measure. 

Were eveiy hill a precious mine, 
And golden all the mountains; 
Were all the rivers fed with wine 
B; ^eless fountains; 

Idfe wonld be ravished of its zest, 

And shorn of its mnbition, 
And dnk into the dreamless rest 
Of inanition, 

T7p the broad sturs tbat Value rears 
Stand motives beck>ning earthward, 
To smumon men to nobler spheres, 

And lead them vorthward. 



I'm afi^d to show yon anjihing more; 
For parsnips and art are so very long^ 
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That the passage back to the oellar-door 

Would be through a mile of song. 
Bat Truth owns me for an honest teller; 

And, if the honest trnth be told, 
I sm indebted to you and the cellar 

For a lesson and a cold. 
And one or the other cheats my sight; 

(0 silly girl I for shame I) 
Barrels are hooped with rings of light, 

And stopped "with tongues of flame. 
Apples have conquered ori^nal do, 

Manna is pickled in brine, 
Philosophy fills the potato bin. 

And dder will soon be wine. 
So crown the basket with mellov fruit, 

And brim the pitcher with pearls; 
And we'll see liow the old-tame duties suit 

The old-thne boys and f^Is, 
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LOOiUTY—A CMoBii^ 
rjUBKBT— «U(^ Hut, amd a* Ban. 



IHX QUESnOK lUUSTBATBD BT EXPBBIXNOK. 

aSACK. 

[3iaga. 
Hither, Sleep 1 A mother wants thee I 

Come with velvet amuit 
Fold the baby that she grants thee 
To ihj own soft oharmal 

Bear him into Dreamland lightly I 
Give him n^t of fioweni 
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Do not bring him back till brightly 
Break the monung hours 1 

Close his eyes with gentle fingers I 

Cross his hands of snow t 
Tell the angels where he Ungera 

Thej must whisper low! 

I will guard thy speQ unbroken 

If thoa hear my call ; 
Come then, Sleep! I wut the token 

Of thy downy thrall. 

Kow I see his sweet lips moving; 

He is in thy keep; 
Other milk the babe is proving 

At the breatit of sleep 1 



Sleep, babe, the houoyed sleep of innooeneel 
Sleep like a bud ; fir soon the sun of life 
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With ardors qutclc and pasdonate shall rise, 

And, with hot kuses, part the fragrant lip»— 

The folded petals of thy soull Alas! 

What feverish winds shall tease and togs thee, then I 

What pride and pain, ambition and despair, 

Pemre, satiety, and all that fill 

With misery life's fretful enterprise, 

iShall wrench and blanch thee, till thon &11 at last, 

Joy after joy down flattering to the earth, 

To be apportioned to the dements! 

I marvel, baby, whether it were ill 

That he who planted thee shonld pluok thee now. 

And save thee from the blight that oomes on all, 

I marvel whether it would not be well 

That the friul bnd should burst in Paradise, 

On the &11 throbbing of an angel's heart I 



Oh, speak not thasl The thonght ia terrible, 
tie is my all ; and yot, it eickfans me 
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To think that ha will -grow to be a o 
If be were not a hojl 



■Were not a boyt 
Tbat wabeDB other tbongbts. Thank God for that I 
To be a man, if anght, is privil^^ 
Precioos and peerleaa. While I bide oooteot 
The modest lot of woman, all my bouI 
Gives trnest manhood humbloat rererence. 
It is a great and god-like thing to do 1 
Tlfl a great thing, I thinlr, to be a man. 
Man fells the forests, ploaghs and tills the fields, 
And heaps the granaries that feed the world. 
At his behest swill Commerce spreads her wings, 
And tires the dnewy sea-birds as ahe flies, 
Fanning the solitudes from olime to olime. 
Smoke-orested dties rise beneath his hand. 
And roar throngh ^es with the din of trade, 
Bteam is the fleet-winged herald of his will. 
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Joiaiiig the angel of the Apocalypae 

Mid soand «id smoke and wond'roiie drcambtance^ 

And with one fix>t ipon tiie conquered sea 

And one npqn the subject land, procl^ms 

That E^iace shaO be no more. The lightningB vdl 

Their fiery forms to wut upon his thonght, 

And ^ve it wing, as anseen spiiits paose 

To bear to Giod the burden of his prayer. 

God (3'owns him with the gift of eloquence, 

And pots a harp into his timefol hands, 

And makes him both his prophet and his priest. 

Twas in bis form the great Immanael 

Revealed Mmaelf ; the Apostdio Twelve, 

like those who once have ministered the Wor^ 

Were men. T5e a great tiling to be a man. 



And fbrtonate to have an advocate 
Across whose memory convenient clondl 
Come floating at convenient intervals. 
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The liarvest fields that man has honored most 

Are those where hnmiin life is reaped like grmn. 

There never rose a mart, nor shone a sail, 

Kor sprang a great invention into birth, 

By other motive than man's love of gold. 

It is for wrong that he is eloquent; 

For lust that he indites his sweetest songs, 

Christ waa betrayed by treason of a man, 

And scourged and hung apon a tree by men ; 

And the ssd women who were at his cross, 

And sought him early at the sepulchre, 

And mnce that day, in gentle mnltitndes 

Have loved and followed him, have been nian*i 

slaves,— 
The victims of his power and his dedrfl^ 



And yon, a wedded wife— well wedded, too^ 
Can say all this, and say it bitterly t 
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Perhaps beoanse a wife ; perhopa beoaure— 



Hush, Grace 1 No morel I beg yon, say no 
Nay I I will leave yon at another word ; 
For I could listen to a blasphemy, 
Falling from bestial lips, with lighter chill 
Than to the mad complainings of a sonl 
Which God has favored as he fiivors few. 
I dare not listen when a woman's voice, 
Which blescongs strive to smother, flings them < 
In mad contempt. 1 dare not hear the words 
Whose utterance all the gentle loves dissuade 
By kisses which are reasons, while a throng 
Of fiiendahips, comforts, and sweet charitie»~ 
Tlie almoners of the All-Bomitiful — 
With folded wings stand sadly looking on. 
Believe me, Grace, the pioneer of judgment — 
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Ordained, conunis^oned — ia Ingratitade ; 

For where it moves, good withem ; blesongs die ; 

Till a dean patli ia left for Providence, 

Wbo never sows a good the second time 

Till the torn bosom of the gracelras soil 

Is ready for the Beed. 



Oh, conid 70a knoir 
The angniah of my heart, you would not chide 1 
If I repine, it ia because my lot 
In not the blessed thing it seema to yon. 
Mary I Could yon know t Could yoo but know I 



Thea why not tell me all ? Ton know me, lore, 
And know that secrets make their graves with me 
So, tell me all ; for I do promise yon 
Such sympathy aa God through suffering 
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Has gireo me pownr to grant to suclb as 70a. 
I boQglit it dearly, and its largesa wuts 
The opening of your heart. 

GBACB. 

I am ashamed, — 
In trnlh, I am aehamed'— to tell yon tO. 
Yon will not laugh at me ? 

lUBY, 

I laugh at you? 



Forgive me, Mary, for my heart is weak ; 
Distrustful of itself and all the world. 
Ah, well I To what strange issues leads our life I 
It seems but yesterday that you were brought 
To this old house, an orphaned little girl. 
Whose large ehy eyes, pale cheeks, and ahiinkiDg 
ways 
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Filled all our _«arta with vonder, as we stood 

And stared at yon, ontil your heart o'erfiUed 

With the oppressive strangoDess, and you wept. 

Yea, I remember how I pitied you — 

I who had never wept, nor even sighed. 

Save on the bosom of my gentle mother ; 

For my quick heart caught all your history 

When with a hurried step you sought the sun. 

And pressed your eyes against the window-pane 

That God's sweet light might dry them. Well I knew, 

Though all untaught, that you were motherless. 

And I remember how I followed you, — 

Embraced and kissed you — ^kissed yonr tears away — 

Tears that came faster, till they bathed the lips 

That would have sealed their flooded fountain-heada ; 

And then we wound our arms around each other, 

And passed out — out under the pleasant sky, 

And stood among the Hliea at the door. 

I gave no formal comfort; you, no thanks; 
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For tears had been your language, kisses miae, 
And we were friends. We talked abont oar dolli, 
And all the pretty playthings we possessed. 
Then we revealed, with childish vaiiity, 
Our little stores of knowledge. I was foil 
Of a sweet marvel when you pointed out 
The yellow thighs of bees that, half sfileep. 
Plundered the secrets of the lily-bells, 
And called the golden pigment honey-comb. 
And your black eyes were opened very mde 
When I related how, one sunny day, 
1 found a well, half-covered, down the lane, 
That was so deep and clear that I could see 
Stnugfat through the world, into another aky I 



Do you remember how the Guinea hens 

Set up a scream upon the garden wall, 

That frightened me to running, when yon screamed 

With laughter quite as loud ? 
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Aye, very well; 
But better still the scene that followed all. 
Oh, that has Imgered in my memory 
Like that divinest dream of Raphael— 
The Dresden virgin prisoned in a print — 
That watched with me in rackness through long weeka, 
And from its frame npon the chamber-wall 
Breathed constant benedictioos, till I learned 
To love the presence like a Roman s^t. 

My mother called as in; and at her knee, 

Embracing still, we stood, and felt her smile 

Shine on our ap-tumed iaces like the light 

Of the soft summer moon. And then she stooped ; 

And when she kissed us, I could see the tears 

Brimming her eyes. sweet experiment I 

To try if love of Jeans and of me 

Could make our kisses eqnal to her lips 1 

Then straight my prescient heart set op a song, 
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Aiid fluttered in my bosom like a bird, 

I knew ft bleaaing was about to iall. 

As robins kaow the coming of the rain, 

Aud bruit the joyous secret, ere its steps 

Are beard upon tbe mountain tops. . I knev 

You were to be my sister; and my heart 

Was almost bursting with its love and pride. 

I could not wiut to hear the kindly words 

Our mother spoke — her couDsels and commands— 

For you were mine— my sister I So I tore 

Tour clinging hand Irom hers with rude constnunti 

And took you to my chamber, wliere I played 

With fou, in selfish sense of property, 

The whole bright afternoon. 

And here agun, 
Witlun this same old chamber we are met. 
We told our secrets to each other then ; 
Thus let as tell them now; and you shall be 
To my grief-burdened soul what you have sud. 
So many times that I have bt^eu to yours. 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



BITTER-SWEET. 



Alas t I never meast to tell my tale 
To other ear than God's; but yon have diuma 
Upon my con&deuoe, — chuma just rehearsed. 
And other claims which yon have never known. 



And other claims which I have never known I 

You speak in riddles, love. I only know 

You grew to womanhood, were beautiful. 

Were loved and wooed, were married and were blest ■- 

That after j-assage of mysterious years 

We beard b:id stories of your misery, 

And rumors of desertion ; but your pen 

Revealed no secrets of your altered life. 

Enough for me that you are here to-night, 

And have an ear for sorrow, and a heart 

Wbioh diuippointment has inhabited. 
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My history you know. A twelvemonth sonce 

rhis fearful, festive night, and in this house, 

I ga^e my hand to one whom I believed 

To he the noblest man God ever made; — 

A man who seemed to my infatuate heart 

Heaveu'a chosen genius, through whose tmieful eooI 

Tlie choicest harmonies of life should flow, 

Growing articulate npon his hpa 

In numbers to enchant a willing world. 

I cannot tell you of the pride that filled 

My bosom, as I marked his manly form. 

And read his soul throngh his effulgent eyes, 

And heard the wondrous mudo of his voice, 

Tltat swept the chords of feeling in all hearts 

With such divine persuasion as might grow 

Under the transit of an angel's hand. 

And, then, to think that I, a farmer's child. 

Should be the woman culled from all the world 

To be that man's companion, — to abide 

The nearest soul to auch a soul — ^to sit 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



104 BITTEB-SWBET. 

Close by the founts of hia peerless life— 
The welling centre of his loving thoughts — 
And drink, myself the sweetest and the best, — 
To lay my head upon his breast, and feel 
That of all precious burdens it had borne 
That was most predoos — Oh I my heart was wild 
With the delirium of happines^^ 
Bat, Mary, you are weeping t 

MABT, 

Mark it not. 
Tour words wake memories which you may guess, 
And thoughts which you may somedme know — not now 



Well, we were married, as I said ; and I 
Was not unthankful utterly, I think; 
Though, if the awful question had oome then. 
And stood before me with a brow severe 
And steady finger, bidding me decide 
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Wliich of tlie two I loved the more, the God 

Who gave my hufiband to me, or his gift, 

I tnow I should have groaned, and shut ray eyes. 

We passed a honeymoon whose atmosphere, 

Flooded with inspiratioD, and embraced 

By a -wide sky set iull of starry thoughts, 

And constellated viuons of delight, 

Still wraps me in my dreams — itself a dream. 

The foil moon waned at last, and in my sky, 

With horn inverted, gave ita Bign of tears ; 

And then, when wasted to a skeleton, 

It sank into a heaving sea of tears 

That caaght its tumult from my ughing souL 

My husband, who had spent whole months with ma, 

fnu he was wedded to my every thought, 

I^ me through dreary hours, — nay, days, — alone 1 

le pleaded business — bnsiness day and night; 

weaving me with a formal kiss at mom, 
And meeting me with strange reserve at eve; 
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And I could mark the sea of tendemew 

Upon whose beaeh I had sat down for lifo, 

Hoping to feel for ever, as at first. 

The love-breeze from its billows, and to clasp 

With open arms the diver surf that ran 

To wreck itself upon my bosom, ebb, 

Day after day recedmg, till the sand 

Grew dry and hot, and the old hulls appeared 

Of hopes sent ont upon that futhlesa main 

Since woman loved, and he she loved was false. 

Kight after night I sat the evening out. 

And heard the dock tide on the mantel-tree 

Till it grew irksome to mo, and I grudged 

The careless pleasures of the kitdien maids 

Whose distant laughter ahooked the lapdng honiB, 



But did yout husband never tell the cause 
Of this neglect ? 
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OJUOB. 



Kever an booest vord. 
He told me h& was writing ; and, at home, 
Sat down with heart absorbed and absent look. 
I was offended, and upbraided him. 
I knew he had a secret, and that from 
The centre of its closely coiling folds 
A cunning serpent's head, with forked tongue, 
Swayed with a double story — one for me, 
And one for whom I knew not — whom he knev. 
His words, which wandered fiist as carelessly 
As the free footsteps of a boy, were trained 
To the stem paces of a Sentinel 
Guarding a prison door, and never tripped 
With a snggestlon. 

I despEured at last 
Of winning what I sought by wiles and prayers ; 
So, through long nights of sleeplessness I lay, 
&nd held ray ear be^de his dlent ]ip»— 
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An eager cup — ^ready to catch the gosh 
Of the pent waters, if a dream-swung rod 
Should smite his bosom. It was all in vain. 
And thos months passed away, and all the whilo 
Another heart was beating nnder mine. 
May Heaven forgire me I bat I grieved the 
The unborn thmg was stealing, for I felt 
That in my insufficiency of power 
I had no charm to lose. 



And did he not, 
bi this most tender trial of your heart, 
Tom in relenting ? — give you sympathy ? 



Ifo— yesl Perhaps he pitied me, and that 
Ihdee<l was very pitiful; for what 
Has love to do with pity ? When a mfc 
lias sunk so hopelessly in the regard 
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Of him she loves that he can pity her, — 

Has sunk so low that she may only shsra 

The tribute which a mute humanity 

Bestows on those whom Providence haa struck 

With helpless poverty, or foul disease; 

She may be pitied, both by earth and heaven, 

Becanse he pities her, A pitied child 

That begs its bread from door to door is blest; 

A wife who begs for love and confidence, 

And gets but alms from pity, is acourst. 

Well, time passed on; and rumor came at last 
To tell the story of my hnsband's shame 
And my di^onor. He was seen at night, 
Walking in lonely Streets with one whose eyes 
Were blacker than the night, — whose little haxii 
Was clin^g to his arm. Both were absorbed 
In the half-whispered converse of the time ; 
And both, as if accustomed to the path. 
Turned down an alley, climbed a flight of steps 
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Entered & door, and closed it after thent^ 

& door of adamant twixt hope and me. 

I had my secret; and I kept it, too. 

I knew hia hamit, and It was watched for me, 

Till douI>t and prayers for doubt, — ^pale floweni 

I nonriehed with my tears — were crushed 

By the relentlens hand of Certainty. 

Oh, Mary t Mary ! Those were fearfiil days. 
My wrongs and all their shamefol history 
Were opened to me d^ly, leaf by leaf, 
lliough he had only shown thOT title-page: 
That page was his; the rest were in my heart. 
I knew that he had left my home for her'g; 
I knew his nightly labor was to feed 
Other than me ; — ^that he was loaded down 
With cares that were the price of smfai Ioyb, 

MAKT. 

Grace, in your heart do yon believe all this? 
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I fear — ^I know — yoa do your husband wtod;;. 
He is not oomiTetent for treachery. 
He is too good, too noble, to desert 
The woman whom he only loves too well. 
Ton lore him not I 



I love him not? Alast 
I am more angry with myself than him 
That, spite his falsehood to his marriage vowa, 
And spite ray hate, I love the tmtor still. 
I love him not? Why am I here to-night — 
Here where my girlhood's withered hopes are strewn 
Through every room for him to trample on — 
Itut in my pride to show him to you all. 
With the dear child that publishes a love 
That blessed me once, e'en if it curse me now? 
Ton know I do my husband wrong ! Yoa thinlc, 
Beoaose he can talk smoothly, and befo<d 
A simple ear with pioua sophistries, 
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lie must be e'en the swntly man he seema. 

We heard him talk to-night; it was done welL 

I saw the triumph of hia argument, 

And I was proud, though full of spite the while. 

His stuff was meant for me; and, with inteut, 

For selfish purpose, or in irony. 

He tossed me bitterness, and called it sweet. 

My heart rebelled, and now yon know the cause 

Of my harsh words to liim . 



'Tis very sad I 
Oh very — very sadl Pray yon go on! 
Who ia tliis woman? 



I have never learned. 
I only know she stole my husband's heart, 
And made me very wretched. I suppose 
lli&t at the time my little babe was bom, 
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She went away; for David was at home 
For many days. That pain was bliss to m©^ 
I need no argument to teach me that — 
\Vhich caused neglect of her, and gave offence. 
Since then, he has not where to go from me; 
And, loving well hia child, he stays at home. 

80 he lugs round his secret, and I mine. 

I call him, husband; and he calls me, wife; 

And I, who once was like an April day, 

That finds quick tears in every cloud, have steeled 

My heart against my fate, and now am calm. 

I will live on ; and though these simple folk 

Who call me sister understand me not, 

It matters little. There is one who does; 

And he shall have no liberty of love 

By any word of mine. "Tis woman's lot. 

And man's most weak and wicked wantonneo. 

Mine is like other husbands, I aupposo ; 

No worse — no better. 
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lUBT. 
Ask 7 ou sympatby 
Of Bncb as If I cannot give it you, 
For Tou have shut me from the privilege. 

QBACE. 

I asked it onoe; yon gave me unbelief. 

I had no choice but to grow hard ag^. 

'Tis my misfortune and my misery 

That every hand whose friendly ministry 

My poor heart craves, is held— withheld — by Mm ; 

And I must freeze that I may stand alone, 



And BO, because one man is false, or yon 
Imagine him to be, all men are false; 
Do I speak nghtly? 

OBACS. 

Hitfe it your own way. 
Men fit to love, aud fitted to be loved. 
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Are prone to ^Isehood. I vill not g^nsa^ 
The common virtue of the common herd. 
I prize it as I do the goodish men 
Who hold the goodish stuS^ and know it not. 
These serve to fill an easy-going world. 
And that to clothe it with compiacency. 



I had not thought misanthropy like this 
Could lodge with yon; so I must e'en confess 
A tale which never passed my lips before, 
Nor sent its flush to any cheek bat mine. 
In this, I'll prove my friendship, if I lose 
The Mendship which demands the siicrifice. 

I have come back, a worse than widowed wife ; 
Yet I went out with dream as bright as yonrs,-— 
Nay, brighter, — for the birds were singing then, 
And apple-blossoma drifted on the ground 
■Where snow-flakes fell and flew when you were wed. 
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Theskies weto soft; the rosea budded full; 

The meads and swelling uplands fresh and green;- 

The very atmosphere was foil of love. 

It was no ^rlish carelessness of heart 

That kept my eyes fVom tears, as I went forttj 

From this dear shelter of the orphan child. 

I felt that God was smiling on my lot. 

And made the airs his angels to convey 

To every sense and senslbihty 

The message of hU tevor. Every sonnd 

Was muMO to me; every sight was peace; 

And breathing was the diinKlng ot perfume. 

I s^d, content, and full ot gratitude, 

" This is as God would have it ; and be speaks 

These pleasant languages to tell me so.'* 

Bnt I had no such honey-moon as yours. 
A few brief days of happiness, and then 
The (Iream wafl over, I had married one 
Wbo was ilie sport of vagrant impulses 
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We liad not been a fortnight wed, when he 

Came home. to me with brandy in his bran— 

A maudlin fool — for love like raiue to hide 

As if he were an unclean beast. Graoe I 

I oanaot pdat the horrors of that night. 

My heart, till then serene, and safely kept 

In Trust's strong dtadel, quaked all night long, 

As tower and bastion fell before the rush 

Of fierce convictions; and the tnmbling walla 

Boomed with dull throbs of ruin through my brtun. 

And there were palaces that leaned on this — 

Castles of air, in lon^ and glittering lines, 

Which melted into air, and pierced the blue 

That marks the star-strewn vault of heaven ; — all fell, 

With a &int crash Uke that which scares the sonl 

When dissolution shivers through a dream 

Smitten by nightmare, — fell and Ihded all 

To utter nothingness; and when the mom 

Flamed up the Kaat, and with its crimson winga 

Bruahe<1 out tlie paling stars that all the night 
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In silent, slow procesdon, one by one, 
Had gszod niMo me throngh the open aash, 
And passed along, it fonnd me desolate. 

The stupid dreamer at my ride awoke, 
And with snch helpless anguiah as tbey feel 
Who know that th^ are weak as trell as vile. 
I saw, through all his forward promises, 
Excuses, prayers, and pledges that were oaths 
(What he, poor boaster, thought I conld not aee) 
That he was shorn of will, and that his heart 
Was as defenceless as a little cMld'e ; — 
That underneath his £ur good fellowship 
He was debauched, and dead in love with sin ;— 
That love of me had made him what I loved,— 
That I oould only hold him till the wave 
Of some o'erwbelming impulse should sweep In, 
To lift his feet and bear Mm from my arms. 
I felt that morn, when he went trembling forth, 
With bloodshot eyes and forehead hot with woe, 
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Tliat tbenoeforth strife would be 'twixt Hell and me— 
The odds agunst me — ^for my hasband'a aoul. 



Poor dove ! Poor Mary I Have yon safiered thas ? 
Ton had not even pride to keep you up. 
Were he my husband, I bad leit him then— 
The ingrate I 



Not if yon had loved as I } 
Yet what yon know ia but a bitter drop 
Of tbe full cup of gall that I have dridned. 
Had be left me nnatfuned, — had I rebelled 
Against the inflnenee by whiob he sought 
To bring me to a compromise with him,— 
To make my shrinking sonl meet his half way,- 
It bad been better ; bnt be had an art, 
When appetite or passion moved in him, 
That clothed his dna with fair apologieo, 
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And smoothed the wrinkles of a hazard guilt 

With the good-natnred ktad of charity. 

He kneif he iraa a fool, he said, and s^d agun; 

But humaD naturo would be what it w^ 

And life had never zest enongli to bear 

Too much dilution ; those who work like slavei 

Must have their days of frolic and of fim. 

He doubted whether Qod would punish an ; 

God was, in fact, too good to punish sia; 

For «n itself was a compounded tWng, 

With weakness for its prime ingredient. 

And thus he fooled a heart that loved him weJl; 

And it went toward his bearii by slow degrees, 

mi Virtue seemed a frigid anchonte, 

And Vice, a jolly fellow— bad enough, 

But not so bad as Christian people think. 

Tliis vas the cunnmg work of months — ^nay, yean; 
And, meantime, Edward sank &om bad to worse. 
But ho had conquered. Wine was on his board, 
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Wlhout my protest — with a glasa for me I 
His boon companions came and went, and made 
My home thoir rendezvous with my consent. 
The doughty oath that shocked my eara at first, 
The donbtAil jest that meant, or might Dot mean, 
That which should set a woman's brow aflame, 
Became at last (oh, shame of womanhood I) 
A thing to frown at with a covert smile ; 
A thing to smUe at with a decent frown ; 
A thing to steal a grace from, as I feigned 
The innocence of deaf miconsciooeneBS. 
And I became a jester. I could jest 
In a wild way on sacred things and themes ; 
And I hare thought tliat in his better moods 
My husband shrank with horror from the work 
Which he had wrought in me. 

I do not know 
I^ during all these downward-tending yean, 
Edward kept well his faith with me. I knoir 
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lie used to tell me, in his boastful way, 
How he had broke the hearts of pretty maids, 
And that if he were single — well-a-day ! 
riie time was past for thinking tipon that 1 
And I had heart to toss the badinage 
Back in his teeth, with pay of kindfed coin ; 
And tell him Ues to stir his bestial mirth ; 
And make my boast of conquests; and pretend 
That the tme heart I had bestowed on him 
Had flown, and left him but an empty hand. 

I had some days of pain and penitence. 
I saw where all must end. I saw, too well, 
Edward was growing idle, — that his form 
Was gathering disgustful corpulence, — 
That he was going down, and dragging me 
To shame and ruin, beggary and death. 
But judgment came, and overshadowed ns ; 
And one quick bolt shot from the awful clond 
Severed the tie that bound two wortlileas lives. 
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Wiat God Lath joined together, Glod may part *— 
Grace, have yon thought of that P 



Tou scare me, Mary I 
Kayt Do not turn on me with snch a lookt 
Its dread suggestion gives my heart a pang 
That stops its painful beatmg, 

lUBT, 

Let it pass I 
One mom we woke 'with the first flush of Eght, 
Oar windows janing with the cannonade 
That nshered in the nation's festal day. 
The village streets were fiill of men and boys, 
And resonant with rattling mimicry 
Of the black-throated monsters on the hill^— • 
A crashing, crepitating war of fire,^ 
And as we listened to the fitfhl fend, 
Dnll detonations came from far awar* 
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Pulsing along the fretted atmoephere, 

To tell that in the ruder villages 

The day had noisy greeting, aa in onn. 

t know not why it was, bat then, and then^ 

I felt a BtnUiig sadneaa, posaing tears— 

A dark foreboding I could not dissolve, 

Nor drive away. But when, next morn, I woke 

In the sweet stillness of the Sabbath day, 

And found myself alone, I knew that hearts 

Whioh once have been God's temple, and in whidi 

Something divine still lingers, feel the throb 

Along the libes that bind them to The Throne 

When judgment issues ; and, though dumb and blind, 

Shudder and ^nt with prophecies of ilL 

How — ^by what cause — calamity should oome, 

I could not guess; Uiai it was imminent, 

8oemed Just as oertmn as the morning's dawn. 

We were to have a gala day, indeed. 
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There were to be procesdons and parades 

A great oration in a mammoth tent, . 

With dinner following, and toast and speech 

By all the wordy magnates of the town; 

A grand balloon ascendon afterwards; 

And, in the evening, fii-eworks on the hilL 

I knew that drink would flow lirom mom till night 

In a wild maelstrom, caroling slow around 

The village rim, in bright careering waves, 

But growing turbulent, and changed to ink 

Around the village centre, tjll, at last, 

The whirling, gurgling vortex would engulf 

A maddened multitude in drunkenness. 

And this was in my thought (the while my heart 

Was palpitating with its nameless fear). 

As, wrapped in vaguest dreams, aud purposeleeo, 

I laced my shoe and gazed upon the sky. 

Then strange determination stirred in me; 

And, turning sharply on my ch^, I s^d, 

** Edward, where'er you go to-day, I go I" 
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If I Lad smitten him npon the &ce, 

It liad not tingled with s hotter fame. 

He torned upon me with a look of hate — 

A Bomethliig worse than anger — and, with osUi% 

Raved like a fiend, and cursed me for s fooL 

But I was firm; he could not shake my wiH; 

So, through the morning, nntil afternoon, 

Be stayed at home, and drank and drank again, 

Watching the clock, and pacing ap and down, 

[Jntil, at length, he came and sat hj me, 

To tiy his hackneyed tricks of blandishment. 

Tie had not meant, he s:ud, to ^ve offence; 

But women in a crowd were out of place. 

lie wished to see the aeronauts emhark. 

And meet some friends; but there would be a throng 

Of hoys and drunken boors aroimd the car. 

And I should not etijoy it; more than this, 

Tlie rise would be a finer spectacle 

At home than on the ground, I gave assent, 

And he went out. Of course, I followed him ; 
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For I had learned to read him, and I knew 
There was some preclons scheme of un on foot. 

The crowd was heavy, and his form was lort 
Quick aB it toached the mass ; but I pressed on, 
Wild shouts and laughter punishing my ears, 
Till I could nee the bloated, breathing cone, 
As if it were some monster of the sky 
Caught by a net and &stened to the earth — 
A butt for jeera to all the merry mob. 
But I was distant still; and if a man 
In mad impatience tore a passage Irom 
The Ctowd that pressed upon him, or a ^l, 
Frightened or faintmg, was allowed escape, 
I slid like water tc the vacant space, 
And thus, by deftly won advances, gained 
The stand I coveted. 

We waiteiJ long; 
And as the ourious gazers stood and talked 
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About the diverse cmreiita of tbe air, 
Aiiil wondered where the daring voyagerB 
Would find a landing-place, a young man Bsid, 
In words intended for a ^icy jest, 
A man and woman living in the town 
Had tidien passage overland for belli 

Then at a distance rose a scattering shout 

That fixed the vicdon of the multitude, 

Standing on eager tiptoe, and afar 

I saw tlie crowd give way, and make a path 

For the pale heroes of the crazy hour. 

Hats were tossed wiiaiy as they struggled on, 

And the gap closed behind them, till, at length. 

They stood within the ring. Oh, damning sight I 

The woman was a painted courtezan ; 

Thr luuQ, my uosuana i i was aumo as aeaio. 

Uy teetu nCT? blenched together like a vice. 

And every heavy beart-throb was a uuul. 

But there I stood, and saw the shame go on. 
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Tliey took th^r seats the rignal gun waa fired; 
The cords were loosed , and then the billowy bulk 
Shot toward the zenith I 

Never bent the sty 
With a more cloadless depth of Hue than then ; 
And, as they rose, I saw his fythleas arm 
Slide o'er her shoulder, and her dizzy bead 
Drop on his breast. Then I became insane. 
I felt that I was struggling with a dream — 
A horrid phantasm I could not shake off. 
The hollow sky was awin^g like a bell; 
The silken monster swingmg like its tongue; 
And as it reeled from side to ^de, the roar 
Of voices round me rang, and rang again, 
Tolling the dreadful knell of my despair, 

\i the last moment I could trace his form, 
Edward leaned over from his giddy seat. 
And tossed ont something on the air, I saw 
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The little niusive fiuttering slowly down, 

Atitl stretched my band to catch it^ for I kaev, 

Or tiioaght I knew, that it would come to me. 

And it did come to me — as if it slid 

Upon the cord that bound my heart to his — 

Strained to its utmost tenaon — snapped at last. 

I marked it as it felL It was a rose. 

I grasped it madly as it stmck mj hand. 

And buried all its thorns within my palm; 

But the fierce pain released my prisoned voice, 

And, with a ahriek, I staggered, swooned, and feU. 

That night was brushed from life. A pasdng friend 

Directed those who bore me rudely off; 

And I was carried to my home, and laid 

Entranced upon my bed. The Sabbath mom 

That followed all this din and devilry 

Sinitig noiseless wide its doors of yellow light, 

An<1 in tlie hallowed illness I awoke. 

Uy heart was stitl ; I could not stir a hand. 
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[ thoDgfat Uiat I was djdng, or vaa dead, — 

That I bad slipped through smooth nnoonsdonsQeM 

Into the ererlastlDg eilencea. 

I could aot speak; but winning Btrengtb, at last, 

1 turned my eyes to seek for Edward's fece, 

And aav an onpressed pillow. He was gone I 

I was oppressed with awful sense of loss; 

And, as a mother, by a turbid sea 

That has engulfed her Mrest child, dts down 

And moans over the waters, and looks out 

With cnriooa despair upon the waves, 

Until she marks a lock of floating hair, 

And by its threads of gold draws slowly in, 

And cUaps and presses to her frenzied breast 

rhe form it has no power to warm again, 

So I, beude the sea of memory, 

Lay feebly moaning, yearning for a olew 

By which to reach my own eztingnished liie. 

lb came. A baming pain shot through my palm, 
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And thoma sw^oke what' thorns had pnt to steep. 
It all came hack to me — ^the roar, the rush. 
The nptumed faces, the insane harras. 
The skyward shooting spectacle, the shame — 
And then I swooned again. 

ajtxcs. 
But was he kiUed ? 
Did his foolhardy venture end in wreck ? 
Or did it end in something worse than wreok? 
Surely, he came ag^I 

UABT. 

To me, no more. 
He had his reasons, and I knew them soon ; 
But, first, the fire enkindled in my brain 
Burnt through long weeks of fever — ^bnmt my frame - 
Until it lay upon the sheet as white 
Ab the pale ashes of a wasted ooal. 
Then, wh^ strength came to me, and I oonid dt. 
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Braced by the double pillows that were nune, 
A kind fiiend took my haad, and told me alL 

The day that Edward left me was the last 

He could have been my hoaband; for the aext 

Disclosed his infamy and my disgrace. 

He was a thiefi and had been one, for years,— > 

Defrauding those whose gold he held in tmat; 

And he was rained — ruined utterly. 

The very bed I sat on was not hia, 

Nor mine, except by tender charity. 

A guilty secret menacing behind, 

A guilty paa^on burning in his heart. 

And, by his side, a guilty paramour, 

Be seized upon this reckless whim, and fied 

From those he knew would ourse him ere hf slept. 

My cup was filled with wormwood; and it grew 
liitter and atlll more bitter, day by day, 
Cltan^g &om shame and liate, to stem revenge. 
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Ufe had do more for me. Mj homo was lost; 

My heart aufitted to return to this; 

And, reckless of the future, I went forth — 

A woman stricken, maddened, desperate. 

I BOnght the (sty with as sure a scent 

As vultures track a carcass through the ur. 

I knew him there, delivered np to ain, 

And longed to taunt him with his infamy, — 

To haunt his haunts; to sting his perjured soul 

With sharp reproaches; and to scare his eyes 

With visions of his work upon my face. 

Bat Crod had other means than my revenge 
To humble him, and other thought for me. 
I saw him only once ; we did not meet ; 
There was a street between us ; yet it seemed 
Wide aa the unbridged gulf that yawns between 
1^0 rich man and the beggar. 

>Twas at dawn. 



(jnGoo^Ic 



BlTTEE-aWEET. 13fi 

I bad iiriseii from the sleepless bed 

Which my Beaut means had purchased, and gone forth 

To taste the tur, and cool my hurning brow. 

I wandered on, not knowing where I went, 

Nor caring whither. There were few astir; 

The market wagons lumbered slowly in, 

Filed hign with carcasses of slanghtered lamho, 

Baskets of onhusked corn, and mint, and all 

The fresh, green things that grow in country fields. 

I read the aigos — the long and curious name^— 

And wondered who invented them, and if 

Their owners knew how very strange they were. 

A corps of weary firemen met me once, 

Late home &om service, with their gaudy car, 

And lond with careless curses. Then I stopped, 

And chatted with a frowsy-headed girl 

Wlio knelt among her draggled skirts, and scrubbed 

The heel-worn door^steps of a faded house. 

Ttien, as I left her, and resumed my walk, 

I turned my eye* a(d»>aa the street, and saw 
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A raglil which stopped my feet, my breath, my heart, 

It was my husband. Ob, bow sadly changed 1 ' 

nU bloodshot eyes stared fi'om an anxious face; 

His hat was battered, and bis clothes were torn 

And splashed with mnd. His poisoned frame 

Had shrunk away, until his garments bung 

In folds about him. Then I knew it all : 

His life bad, been a measureless debauch 

Since his moat shameless flight; and in bis eye, 

Eager and striunad, and peering down the stain 

That tumbled to the ante-rooms of hell, 

I saw the thirst which only death can qaench. 

He did not rmse his eyes; I did not speak; 

There was no work for me to do on him; 

And when, at last, be tottered down the stqis 

Of a dark gin-shop, I was satisfied. 

And half relentingly retraced my way. 

I cannot tell the story of the months 

That followed this. I toiled and toiled for brmd. 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



BITTER-SWEET. 187 

And for the shelter of one slingy room. 
Temptation, which the hand of poverty 
Bears oft seductively to woman's lips, 
To me came not. I hated men like beasts; 
Theor flattering words, and wicked, wanton leers, 
Sickened me with inefiable disgust. 

At length there came a change. One wum Spring eve, 

As I sat idly dreaming of the past. 

And questioning the future, my qnick ear 

Caught sound of feet npon the creaking stairs. 

And a light rap delivered at my door. 

I said, " Come in I" with half defiant voice, 

Although I longed to see a human &ce, 

And needed labor for my idle hands. 

But when the door was opened, and there stooJ 

A man before me, with an eye as pnre 

And brow as fair as any little child's, 

Matched with a form and carriage which combined 

All manly beauty, dignity, and grace, 
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A quick blnah orerwhelmed my pallid obe«k§, 
And, era I knew, and by no act of will, 
I roae and gave him gentle courtesy. 

lie took a seat, and spoke with pleasant voice 
Of many pleasant thtngB — the plBawnt Aj, 
The stars, the opening foliage in the park ; 
And then he came to huaisess. He would have 
A piece of exquisite embroidery ; 
My hand was cunning if report were trae ; 
Would it oblige bim? It would do, I said^ 
That which it could to satisfy his wish ; 
And when he took the delicate pattern out, 
And spread the dainty fabric on his knees, 
I knew he bad a wife. 

He went away 
With kind "Good night," and said that, with ray leave^ 
He'd call and watch the progress of the work, 
I marked his careful ste'« adown the stMrs, 
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And then, his brisk, firm tread upon the pave, 
im in the dull roar of the distant streets 
It mingled and was lost. Hien I was loot, — 
LoBt in a wild, wide-ntnging reverie — 
From -which I roused not till the midnight hnsh 
Was broken by the toll from twenty towers. 

This is a man, I s^d; a man in truth; 

My room has known the presence of a man. 

And it has gathered dignity from him, 

I felt my bdng flooded with new life. 

My heart was warm ; my poor, sore-footed thoughts 

Sprang up full fledged through ether ; and I felt 

Like the uck woman who had touched the hem 

Of Jesus' garment, when through all her vems 

Leaped the swlit tides of youth. 

He had a wi& I 
VVliy, to a wrecked, forsaken thing like me 
* Did that thought bi'ing a pang i I did not know ; 
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Bat, truth to tell, it gave me atin^ng yain. 

If bo was noble, he vss naagbt to ma ; 

If be was great, it oalj made me lew ; 

If he loped truly, I wao not enridied. 

So, in my Belfishnefls, I almost corsed 

The unknown woman, thongbt for whom bad brot^bt 

Her loving husband to me. What was I 

To him ? Naught but a poor ohfortunate, 

HcMng bor bread up at a needle's poinb 

He'll come and criticise my handiwork, 

I said, and when it ia at last complete, 

He'll draw his parse and give me 80 mnob gold ; 

And then, forgetting me for ever, go 

And gather fragrant kisses for the boon. 

From lips that do not know th^ privilege. 

I could be nothing but the medium 

Through which his lore should pass to reach its shrine | 

The glass throng which the sun's electric beams 

Kindles the rose's heart, and still remains 

Chill and serene itself— without reward 1 
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Then came to me tbe thonght of my great wrong. 

A man had spoiled my heart, degraded me ; 

A wanton woman had defranded me ; • 

I would get reparation how I could I 

He must be something to me — I to him I 

All meD, however good, are weak, I thought ; 

And if I can arreat no beam of love 

By right of nstnre or hj leave of law, 

I'll Btiun the glass ! And the last words I said, 

Aa I lay down npon my bed to dream. 

Were those four wordfl of sin : " I'll stfon the glaas 1" 

Mary, I cannot hear yoa more ; your tale, 
So bitter and so pasdng pitiful 
I hare forgotten tears, and feel my eyes 
Burn dry and hot with looking at your &ux. 
Now gathers blackness, and grows horriblfl^ 
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MABT. 

Nay, yoa most bear me out ; I cannot patiM ; 
And have no worse to say than I have said- 
Thank God, and him who put away my toils I 

He came, and came again ; and every charm 
God had bestowed on me, or art could firam^ 
I used with keenest ingenuities 
To fascinate the sensuous element 
O'er which, mistrusted, and but half asleep, 
His conscience and propriety stood guard. 
I told with tears the story of my woe ; 
He listened to me with a thoughtful &ce, 
And sadly mghed ; and thus I won his ruth. 
And then I told him how my life was lost ;— * 
How earth had nothing more for me but pun { 
Not e'en a fiiend. At this, he took my hand. 
And sud, ont of his nobleness of heart. 
That I should have an honest friend in him ; 
On which I bowed my head upon his arm. 
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And wept again, as if 1117 heart would break 

Wiih the full presauTB of its gratitude. 

lie [at me gently off, and read my face : 

I stood before him hopeless, helpless, his t 

Hia swift Boul gatliered what I meant it should. 

He sighed and trembled ; then he crossed the floor. 

And gazed with eye abstracted on the sky ; 

Then came and looked at me ; then turned. 

As if aSHghted at hia springing thoughts, 

And, with abnipteat movement, left the room. 

This time he took with lum the broidered thing 

That I had wrought for him ; and when I oped 

The little purse that he rewarded me, 

I found full golden payment five times told. 

Given from pity ? thonght I, — that alone P 

Is manly pity so munificent ? 

Pity hasjuistares that it knows not ofl 

It was a cruel trimnph, and I speak 
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Of it with utter penitence and shame. 

1 knev that he wonld come agiun ] I knew 

His feet would bring bim, though his aonl rebelled 

I knew that cheated heart of his wonld toy 

Witli the seductive chains that gave it thrall. 

And strive to reconcile its peijury 

With its own conscience of the better way, 

B7 fiibrication of apologies 

It knew were false. 

And he did come again; 
Confes^g a strange interest in me, 
And doing for me many Mndly deeds. 
I knew the nature of the sympathy 
Tliat drew him to my cdde, better than he ; 
Though I cotild see that solemn change in him 
Which every fece mil wear, when Heaven and Hdl 
Are struggling in the heart 'or mastery, 
fie was unhappy ; every sudden sonnd 
Startled his apprehensions ; from his heart 
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Rose lieavy suspirationa, charged with prayer, 
Bedre, and deprecation, and remoi^se; — 
Sigbs like volcanic breathings — sigha that scorched 
[lis parching lips and spread bis face with ashes,— 
Sighs bom in such convulsions of the soul 
That his strong frame quaked like Vesuvius, 
Burdened with restless lawa. 

Day by day 
I marked this dalliance with sinful thought, 
Without a throb of pity in my heart. 
I took his gifts, which brought immunity 
From toil and care, as if they were my right. 
Day after day I saw my power increase, 
TJntil that noble spirit was a slave — 
A craven, helpless, self-Buspected slave. 

Ent this was not to last — thank God and him! 
One night he came, and there bad been a change, 
\Ly band was kindly taken, but not held 
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In tlie way wonted. He was seir-possessed ; 

The powers of darkness and his Christian hesn 

Had had a struggle — his the victory; 

And on his manly brow the benison 

Of s majestio peace had been imposed. 

Was I to lose the guerdon of my gttile P 

He was my all, and by the only means 

Left to a helpless, reokless thing, like me : 

My heart made pledge the strife should be renewed, 

I took no nodoe of his altered mood. 

But strove, by all the tncks of tenderness. 

To fan to life again the drooping &une _ 

Within his henrt ; — ^with what auooess, at last, 

The sequel ahall reveal 

Strange fire came down 
Respondve to my call, and the quick flash 
That shrivelled resolution, vanquished wfll, 
And with a blood-red flame consumed the crown 
Of peace upon his brow, taught him how weak— 
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ITow miserably imbecile — he had become, 

Tampenog with temptation. Such a groan, 

Wrung from such agony, as then he breathed. 

Pray Heaven my ears may never hear again 1 

He smote his forehead with, his rigid palm, 

And sank, as if the blow had stunned him, to his 

knees. 
And there, with iace pressed hard upon his hands, 
Gave utterance to frenzied sobs and prayers — 
The wild articulations of despair. 
I was confounded. He — a man — ^thonght I, 
Blind with remorse by simple look at on I 
And I — a woman — ^in the devil's hands, 
Luring him Hellward with no blush of shame \ 
The thought came swift from God, and pierced my 

heart, 
Like a barbed arrow; and it quivered there 
Through whiles of tumult — quivered — and was fast ! 

Thus, while I stood and marked his kneeling form, 
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Still ihocked by deep conyulsiona, Buch a Ught 

Illamed my goul, and flooded all the room, 

Tliat, witboat tbougbt, I sold, " The Lord u here 1" 

Then straight my epirit beard these wondrous words 

"Tempted m all points like ourselves, was He^ 

Tempted, but wnlesH." Oh, what majesty 

Of meaning did those predous words convey 1 

>Twas through temptation, thought I, that the Lord— 

The mediator between God and men — 

Reached down the band of sympathetic love 

To meet the graap of lost Humanity ; 

And this man, kneeUng, has the Lord in him. 

And comes to mediate 'twixt Christ and me, 

''Tempted but Unless;"— one hand grasping mine^ 

The other Christ's. 

Why had he suffered thus ? 
Why had his heart been led far down to mine. 
To beat in sinful sympathy ^-ith mine, 
But that my heart should cling to hia and him, 
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And follow his witt.drairal to the hdghta 
From Tvbeuce he had descesded? Then I learned 
Why Christ was tempted ; and, as broad and full. 
The heart of the great secret waa revealed, 
And I perceived God's dealings with my soul, 
I knelt beside the tortored man and wept, 
And cried to Heaven for mercy. As I prayed, 
My soul cast off its shameful enterprise ; 
And when it fell, I saw my godless self— 
My own degraded, tmnted, guilty heart, 
Which it had hidden from me. Oh, the pang— 
The poignant throe of uttermost despair — 
That followed the discovery I I felt 
That I was lost beyond the grace of God ; 
And my heart turned with instinct sure and swift 
To the strong straggler, praying at my side. 
And begged his succor and hla prayers. I felt 
That he must lead me np to where the hand 
Of Jesus could lay hold on me, or I was doomed. 
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Temp 1ft til Ill's epell was past. He toot my hand. 

And, as he prayed that we might he forgiven. 

And pledged our future loyalty to God 

And his white throne witliin onr hearts, I gave 

Heaponses to each promise ; then I crowned 

Hia olo^g utterance with such Amen 

As weak hearts, opnacioas of their weakness, give 

When, bowed to duat, and clin^g to the robea 

Of outraged raeroy, they devote themselves 

Onoe and for ever to the pitying Christ^ 

Then we arose and stood upon our feet. 

lie gave me no reproaches, hut with voioe 

Attempered to bis altered mood, confessed 

His own blameworthiness, aud pressed the prayer 

That I would pardon him, as he believed 

Tliat Ood had pardoned; but my heart was full,— 

So full of its sore sense of wrong to him, 

Of the deep guilt of shamefiil ]>urposes 

And treachery to worthy womanhood, 
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That I could not repeat hia ChriBtiaii words. 
Asking forbearance on mj own bebal£ 

He sat before me for a golden hour; 

And gave me connael and encouragement, 

Till, like broad gates, the possibilities 

Of a serener and a higher life 

Were thrown wide open to my eager feet, 

And I resolved that I would enter in, 

And, with God's gracious help, go no more onb 

For weeks he watched me with stem oarefhlnee^ 
Konrished my resolution, prayed with me, 
And led me, step by step, to higher ground, 
nil, gathering impulse in the upward walk. 
And strength in pnrer ^, and keener sight 
In the sweet light that dawned upon my sonl, 
I grasped the arm of Jesus, and was safe. 
And now, when I look back npon my life, 
It seems as if that noble man were sent 
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To give me rescue from the pit of death. 

But from his distant height he could not reacb 

And act upon my soul; so Heaven allowed 

Temptation's ladder 'twist his soul and mine 

That they might meet and yield his mission thrift, 

I doubt not in my grateful soul to-night 

That had he stayed within his higher world. 

And tried to call me to him, I had apraned 

Alike his mission and his ministry. 

That he was tempted, was at once my an 

And my salration. That he sinned in thought. 

And fiercely wrestled with temptation, won 

For his own spirit that humility 

Which God had sought to clothe him with in vmn. 

By other measures, and that strength wUch springs 

From. a great conflict and a victory. 

We talked of this ; and on our bended knees 

We blessed the Great Dispenser for the means 

By wliich we both bad learned our sinful selves, 

And found the way to a diviner life. 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



BITTEB-SW££T. J 

Si), witb my chastened heart and life, I come 
Back to my borne, to live — perhaps to die. 
God'a love has been in all this discipline; 
God's love has used those awftil uns of mine 
To make me good and h^py. I can mourn 
Over my husband; I can pray for him, 
Nay, I forgive him; for I knotv the power 
Witb which temptation comes to stronger men. 
I know the power with which it came to me. 

And now, dear Grace, my story is complete. 
Ton have received it with dumb wonderment, 
And it has been too long. Tell me what thought 
Stirs in your face, and WEUts for utterance. 



That I have suffered little — ^trusted leas; 
That I have &iled in charity, and been 
Unjust to all men — specially to one. 
I did not think there lived a man on earth 
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Wlio had sack virtne as tUs liicnd of yonra,—'' 
Weak, and yet strong, *Tvrere but hnmaoity 
To give him pity in his awfiil strife; 
To stint the meed of reverence and prdae 
for his triumphant conquest of himself 
Were infamy. I love and honor him; 
And if I knew my husband were as strong, 
I could fall down before, and worship him; 
I could fell down, and wet hb feet with 
Tears penitential for the grievons wrong 
That I have done him. But alas I alas! 
The thought ccmes back again. O God 
Help me with patience to await the hour 
When the great purpose of thy discipline 
Shall be revealed, and, like this chastened on^ 
I can behold it, and be satisfied. 



Harkl They are calling us below, I think. 
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We must go down. We'll talk of this again 
Wben vo bare leisnre. Kiaa the little one, 
And tlumk his weary bnun it sleeps bo welL 
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SECOND EPISODE. 



LOOALITT— 7n< XUsAm. 



THE QUKSTION ILLUSTRATED BT BTOBT. 



Have we not bad " Button-Button " enough. 
And "Forfeits," and all such nil; stuff? 



Well, ve were playing " Blind-Man's-Boff" 
Until 7on fell, and rose in a Iiu^ 
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And (leoUred the game was too rude and rough. 
Poor bo7 ! What a pity he isn't tough I 



Ila 1 ha I ha I what a pretty boy I 
Papa's delight, and mamnu'a joyl 
Wouldn't he like to go to bed. 
And hare a cabbag&'leaf on his head f 



Laugh, if yon like to I Laugh till yoB':« gray; 

But I guess you'd laugh another way 

If you'd fait your toe, and fallen like me, 

And cut a bloody gash in your linee. 

And bumped your nose and bruised your shin, 

Tumbling over the rolling-pin 

That rolled to the floor in the awiid din 

That followed the &11 of the row of Ian 

That stood upon the dresser. 
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Gaess i^^ — deai ittle guesaer I 
Ton wouldn't catch this boy lopping his wing, 
Or whining over anything. 
So Btir your stumps, 
Foi^t your bumpa. 
Get out of your dompa, 
And up and at It agiun; 
For the clock b striking ten, 
And Ruth will come pretty soon and Bay, 
"Go to your beds 
Tou sleepy heads !" 
So — quick I Whai shall we play f 



I wouldn't play any more, 
For Joseph is tired and sore 
With his &11 upon the floor 
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TLen he shall tell a story. 

JoazpB. 
Ahout old Mother Morey f 

Xo 1 Tell OB EtQother 

JOBEPn. 

Aboat my brother ? 



Sow, Joseph, yon shall be good. 

And do as you'd be done by; 

We didn't mean to be rude 

When you fell and began to cry; 

We wanted to make yon forget your p^; 

But it frets yon, and we'll not laugh agun. 
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Well, if you'll all sit still, 
And not be frisking about, 
Nor utter a whisper till 
You've beard my story out, 
I'll tell you a tale as w^rd 
As ever you heard in your Urea, 
Of a man with a long blue bear^ 
And the way he treated his wirea 



Oh, that will be nice I 
We'll be BtUl aa nuee. 

JOSSPH. 

[Helata I&e old ilory of Bbie Beard, and D*VID ntd Sum a 
from &t c£3ar vnperceived. 

Centuries dnue there flourished a man, 
(A cruel old Tartar as rich as the Khan,) 
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Whose castle was built on a splendid plan. 

With gardens and groves and plantatioiiB ; 
Bat his shaggy beard was as blue as the sky, 
And he lived alone, for his neighbors were shy, 
And had heard hard stories, by the by, 
About his domesti relations. 

Just on the oppodte side of the pliun 

A widow abode, with her daughters twain ; 

And one of them — neither cross nor vMit— 

Was a beautiful little treasure ; 
So he sent them an invitadon to tea, 
And having a natural wish to see 
His wonderful castle and gardens, all three 

Biud they'd do themselves the pleasure. 

As soon as there happened a pleasant day, 
Tliey dressed themselves in a sumptiiotts way, 
And rode to the caatle as proud an I gay 
Aa wlks and jewels oo M make llem; 
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And tliey were recraved in the finest style, 
And saw everythiDg that was worth their vnile, 
In the halls of Blue Beard'a grand old pile, 
Where he was so kind aa to take them. 

The ladies were all enchanted quite ; 
For they foond old Blae Beard so polite 
That they did not suffer at all from fright, 

And frequently called thereafter ; 
Then he offered to many the younger one, 
And as she waa willing the thing was done, 
And celehrated by all the ton 

With feaMing and with laughter. 

As bmd a huahand as ever was seen 

Was Blue Beard then, for a month, I ween; 

And she was as proud as any queen, 

A^d as liappy as she could be, too ; 
But her husband called her to him one day, 
And said, "My dear, I am gomg away; 
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It wiQ. not be long that I shall stay ; 
There ia bnmness for me to see to. 

•* The leys of my castle I leave with yon ; 

But if yon value my love, 1>e true. 

And forbear to enter the Chamber of Bine I 

Farewell, Fatima I Kemember 1" 
Fatuna promised him; then she ran 
To Tifdt the rooms with her nster Ann ; 
But when she had finished the toor, she began 

To tlunk about the Brae Chamber. 

Well, the woman was ooriously indined, 
So she left her luster and prudence behind, 
(With a little excuse) and started to find 

The mystery forbidden. 
She paused at the door; — aQ was still as night I 
She opened it: then through the dim, blue light 
Tliere blistered her Tiaion the horrible mghi 

That was in that chamber hidden. 
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The room was gloomy and damp and wide, 
And the floor was red with the bloody tide 
From headless women, laid side by ude, 

The wives of her lord and master I 
Frightened and fiuntiag, she dropped the key, 
But seized it and lilled it quickly; then ahe 
Hurried -as swiftly as ahe could flee 

From the scene of the disaster. 

She tried to forget the terrible dead, 

But shrieked when ahe aaw that the key was red, 

And sickened and shook with an awful dread 

When she heard Blue Beard was coming. 
He did not appear to notice her pdn; 
But he took his keys, and seeing the stain. 
He stopped in the middle of the re&ain 

That he had been quietly humming. 

" Mighty well, madam !" eaiA he, " mighty w^ 1 
What does this little blood-atidn teU V 
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Fon're broken your promise ; prepare to dvaD 
With the wives I've had before yea 1 

Yon've broken yoor promlae, and yon sliall die." 

Then Fatima, suppo^g her death was nigh. 

Fell on her knees and began to cry, 
" Have mercy, I implore you 1" 

" No I" shouted Blue Beard, drawing his sword j 
"Ton shall die this very minnte," he roared. 
"Grant me Ume to prepare to meet my Lord," 

Tlie terrified woman entreated. 
" Only ten minutes," he roared agdn ; 
And holding his watch by its great gold ch^, 
He marked on the dial the &t3l ten, 

And retired till they were completed. 

" Sister, oh, Eoster, fly np to the tower I 
Look for release from this murderer's power I 
Our brothers should be here this very hour;— • 
Speak I Does there come asdstauce I" 
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"No: I see nothiog bnt abeep on the hill.'* 

"liOoi again, aster I" "I'm looking stUl, 

But naught can I see, whether good or ill, 

Save a flurry of doBt in the distance." 

" Time's up I" shonted Blue Beard, out from his room; 
" This moment shall witness your terrible doom. 
And give you a dwelling within the room 

Whoae secrets you have invaded." 
" Conies there no help for my terrible need P" 
"There are horsemen twjun riding hither with trpeed.*' 
" Oh I tell them to ride very &st indeed, 

Or I must meet death nn^ded." 

"Time's fiiHy np! Now have done with your prayer," 
Shouted Blue Beard, swinging his sword on the stair; 
Then he entered, and grasping her beantifid hiur, 

Swung his glittering weapon around him ; 
But a lojid knock rang at the castle gate, 
And Fatima was saved from her horrible &te, 
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For, shoclced with surprise, be pansed too late; 
And theQ the two soldiers found him. 

They were her brothers, and quick as they knew 
What the fiend was doing, tbdr swords tbey drew, 
And attacked bim fiercely, and ran him through. 

So that soon be was mortally'woQnded. 
With a wild remorse was his conscience filled 
When he thought of the hapless wives he bad killed; 
But quickly the last of his blood was spiUed, 

And bis dying groan was sounded. 

As soon as Fatima recoTered from fright, 
She embraced her brothers with great delight; 
And'tbey were as glad and as grateful quite 

As she was glad and grateful. 
Then they all went out from that scene of pun. 
And sought in quietude to regain 
Their minds, which had come to be quite insane, 

Tn • ^lace so horrid and batefoL 
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Twaa a private fiineral Blue Beard had; 

Fur tlie people knew he was very bad, 

Aud, though they said nothing, the^ all were glad 

For the fall of the evil-doer ; 
But Fatima firat ordered some graves to be made, 
And there the unfortuaate ladlea were Imd, 
And aiter Bome psunful montha, with the tud 

Of her Mends, hor spirits came to her. 

Then she cheered the hearts of the sufering poor, 
And an acre Of land around each door, 
And a cow and a couple of sheep, or more, 

To her tenantry she granted. 
So all of them had enough to eat. 
And their love for her was so complete 
They would kisa the duat &om her little &et, 

Or do anythJDg she wanted, 



(.^Ud 1 Capital < Wasn't it good 1 
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I should like to hav« been lier brother; 

IT I had been one, yon may gaeas there vonld 

Have been little vork for the other. 

I'd have nm hun right through the heart, just K 

And oat off his head at a angle blow, 

And ^ed Mm eo quickly he'd never know 

What it was that struck him, wouldn't I, JoeV 



Ton are very brave with your brag^g tongue; 
But if yon had been there, you'd have snug 

A very different tune. 
Poor Blue Beard I He would have been afrtdd 
Of a little boy with a penknife Uade, 

Or a tiny pewter spoon I 

BAXCWL. 

It makes no difference wuat yon say 
(Pretty little boy, afraid to fJayl) 
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But it served Mm rightly any way, 

And gave hiiu just hia due. 
And wasn't it good that his little wile 
Should live in hia castle the rest of her I 

And have all lus money too ? 



I'm thinldng of the ladies who 
Were lying in the Chamber Blue, 
With all their small necks cut in two. 

I see them lying, half a score, 
In a long row upon the floor, 
Thdr cold, white bosoms marked with gore. 

Z know the sweet Fatima would 
Have pnt their heads on if she could; 
And made theni live — she was so good ; 
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And washed their fiices at tbe unk; 
But Blue Beard was not sane, I think; 
I wonder if be did not drink I 

For no man in his proper mind 
Wonld be so cruelly inclined 
Ab to kill ladies who were kind. 



[Sieppit^ foneani uHh DaTID. 

Story and comment alike are bad; 
These little fellows are raving mad 

'With thinking what they should do, 
Sappo^g their sunny-eyed dster had 
Qiven her heart — and her head — to a lad 
like the man with the Beard of Bine. 
Each little jacket 
Is now a packet 
Of mnrderoos thoughts and iancies; 
Oh, the gentle trade 
By which fiends are made 
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Witt the ready aid 

Of these bloody old romances 1 
And the little ^l tabes the woman's tnni, 
And thinks that the old curmndgeon 
Wlio owned a castle, and rolled in gold 
Over fields and gardens manifold. 
And kept in bis hoase a &nii]j tomb, 
With his bowling course and his billiard-room, 
Where he oonld preserve his precioos dead, 
Who took the kiss of the bridal bed 
From one who straightway took their head, 
And threw it away with the pair of g.oves 
In which he wedded his hapless loves, 

Had some excuse for his dudgeon. 



We learn by contrast to admire 
The beauty that ench^na as; 
And know the object of derare 
By that which pdns as. 
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The roses blnshing at the door. 

The lapse of leafy Jnue, 
Hie nnging birds, the snDny abore^ 
The summer moon:— 



All these entrance the eye or ear 

By imiate grace and charm ; 
Bnt o'er them, reaching throngh the year 
Hangs Winter's arm, 

To give to memory the dgn, 

The index of oar bliss. 
And show by contrast how divine 
Tbo Summer is. 

From ohilltng blasts and etonny ildci^ 

Bare hills and icy streams, 

Tonohed into fairest life arise 

Oar e 
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And virtue never seems so fiiir 

As vfaeo we lift our gaze 
From the red eyes and bloody hair 
That vice displays. 

We are too low,— our eyes too dark 

Love's hdght to estimate, 
Save as we note the sunken mark 
Of bmtal Hate. 

So this ensangumed tale shall move 

Aright each little dreamer, 
And Blue Beard teach them how to lovt 
The sweet Fatima. 

They hate his crimes, and it is welli 

^ey jnty those who died; 
Thdr sense of justice vhen he fell 

Was satisfied. 
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No fierce revenges are the fnxX 

Of their just indignation ; 
They ut in judgment on the bmte, 
And condemnation ; 

And turn to her, his rescued irifb^ 

Her deeds so kind and homan, 
And love the beauty of her life, 
And bleas the woman. 



That is the way I supposed you would twist It ; 
And now that the boys are disposed o^ 
And the moral so handsomely closed oft. 
What do you say of the ^rl ? That she missed it, 
When she thought of old Blue Beard as s-ime do of 

Judas, 
Who with this notion essay to delade ni: 
That when he relented, 
And fiercely repented. 
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He was hardly bo bad 
As he commcmly had 
The fortune to he represented? 



The noblest pity m the earth 

Is that bestoved on an. 
The~Great Salvation had its birth 
That mth within. 

The gill is nearest Ood, in fiuit; 

The boy ^ves crime its due ; 
She blames the author of the act, 
And pities too. 

Thus, firom this strange excess of wroag, 

Her twder heart has caaght 
The noblest tmth, the sweetest song, 
The Saviour taught. 

8* 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



BITTEB-SWKBT. 

So, more tlian measnred homily, 

Of sage, or priest, or preacher, 
I> this wild tale of craelty 

Love's gentle teacher. 

It tells of an, it» deep remorae^ 

Its fitting recompense, 
And vindicates the tardy conne 
Of Providence. 

These boyitih' bosoms are on fira 

With chivalrio poseesaon, 
And hnm with just and manly ire 
Agmst oppression. 

The glory and the grace of lii^ 

And Love's sorpasong sweetneoB, 

Bjse from the monster to the wile 

In high completeness; 
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And thesce look down with mercy's eye 

On no's accurst abuses, 
And seek to wrest from charity 
Some fur exonsea. 



These greedy moatlis are watemg . 
For the fruit withm the basket; 
And, although they will not ask it, 
Tb^ jack-kmves all are boming 
And thor eager hands are yearning 

For the peelii^ and the qoartering. 
So let US have done with our talk; 
For they are too tired to say their prayero, 
And the time is come they shonld walk 
From the story below to the story np stun 
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THE THIRD MOVEMENT. 



LOOALITT— r Jl« JSiAm. 
PirSSEBT— Dimi, BuT^ Jobs, Pud, 



THE QUESTION ILLUBTBATED BT THE DEKOnEUEST 



Since tlie old gentlemaD retired to bed, 

Things Iiave gone Btrangel^. David, here, and Ralli, 

Have wasted thirty minates Tindergronnd 

In explorations. One would think the honse 

Covered the entrance of the Mammoth Cave, 

And they had lost themaelvea. Mary and Graoe 
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Still hold their chiunber and their conferenae, 

And poor into each other's greedy ears 

Their Btceam of talk, whose low, monotonoua ham, 

Woold loll to slomber anj storm bnt this. 

The children are play-tired and gone to bed; 

And one may know by looking ronnd the room 

Their place of sport was here. And we, plun folk, 

Who have no ^ft of speech, especially 

On themes which we and none may onderstand. 

Have yawned and nodded in the great square room. 

And wondered if the parted &mi]y 

Would ever meet ag^n. 



John, do yon see 
The applea and the dder on the hearth? 
If I remember r%litly, yon discoss 
Such themes as these with noticeable zest 
And pleasant tokens of intelligence; 
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Uather preferring Boanty company 

To the full cirole. So, dr, take the lead, 

And help yourself. 

JOBN, 

Ayel That I will, and pve 
Toot weloome mvitation onrrency, 
In the old-&shioned way. Comet Help yosrselTesI 

DATID. 

\LooMnf oat fivm (ht windaiv. 

The ground is thick with sleet, and still it ialls 1 
The atmosphere ia plunging like the sea 
Against the woods, and pouring on the night 
The roar of breakers, while the blinding spray 
O'erleaps the barrier, and comes drifUng on 
la lines as level as the window-bars. 
^yhat curious viaons, in a night like this, 
Win the eye conjure from the rocks and treea, 
And zigzag fences! I was almost sure 
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I Baw a man Btaggering along the road 

A moment since ; bnt instantly the shape 

Dropped from my «ght. Hark I Was not that a cali— 

A homan voice ? There's a conspiracy 

between my eyes and ears to play me tricks, 

Else vanders there abroad some hapless soul 

Who needs assistanoe. There he stands ag^, 

And with unsteady essay strives to breast 

The tempest. HotJt ! Did yon not hear that cry 1 

Quick, brothers I We mnst out, and give onr aid. 

Kone but a dying and desp^ring man 

Ever gave utterance to a cry like that 

Xay, wait for nothing. Follow me I 



Ahiat 
Who can he be, who on a night like this. 
And on tnis mght, of all nights in the year. 
Holds to the highway, '.omelesaf 
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FBUD&NCE. 



Proljably 
Some n^gbbor started Jrom'liis home in quest 
Of a phyudan ; or, more likely still, 
Some poor inebriate, sadly overcome 
By bis sad keeping of tbe holiday. 
I hope they'll ^ve him quarters in the bam; 
If he Bleep here, there'll be do sleep for me. 



Pll not believe it was a man at all; 
David and Kath are always seeing things 
That no one elae sees. 



I see pMnly noT 
What we shall all see phunly, soon enon^ 
The man is dead, and they are bearing Mm 
As if he were a log. Qaick I Stir tbe fire, 
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And dew tlie aettlel We most lay lum then; 

I -will bring dprdials, and flannel etaSa 

With irtiidi to diflfe him; opai wide the ioor, 

ITIm mat tattr, toMimg a boO^ ttpparmOf ^/Otm, wUA O^ i^ 
tfimOttiiSei 



Sow do my bidding, orderly and swift; 

And we may sare from death a fellow man. - 

Peter, relieve him of those frozen shoes, 

And wrap hia feet in flannel. This way, Ruth I 

Administer that cordial yonrseUl 

John, yon are strongs and that rongh hand of yoon 

Will chafe him weU. Work mth a will, I sayt 

• •*••»« 
My hand is on his heart, and I cut feel 

Both warmth and motion. If we perserere, 
He will be saved. Work with a will, I sayt 

• ««■*««* 
A groan? Hal That is good. Another groaa? 
Better and better I 
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It ]b down at last! — 
A spoonM of the cordial. Bos breath 
Comes feeblr. bat is warm npon mj hand. 



Oiye him brisk treatment, and pendatent, too; 
And we shall be rewarded presently, 
For there ia life in him. 

He moves Iiis lips 
And tries to speak. 

* » • • • • i 

And now he opes his eyes. 
What eyosl How wandering and wild they are I 

[Tblkttlran 
We are your friends. We found yon overcome 
By the ooM storm without, and brought ;fnu in. 
Wo are yonr fiiends, I say; so be at ease, 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



190 BITTEB-SWEET. 

And let as do aooordlng to your need. 
Whftt u your viahf 



TAy friends J Ood in Heaven ! 
^ef<Te cheated me I Pm in the hoBpitaL 
Oh, H waa cmel to deoeire me thiul 
No, yon are not my Mends. What bitter pain 
VmAb my poor body I 



Poor man, how he raresi 
Cet na be olent vhUe the warmth and vine 
ProToke his sln^iah blood to steady flow, 
And eadi dead aeaae comes back to life agam, 
O'er the same path of tortnre which it trod 
When it vent ont from him, He'll alnmher soot^ 
And, when he wakens, we may talk witli him. 
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Shall I not can the famil; ? I think 
Mary and Grace must both be very cold; 
And they knov nothing of this Btiinge affiiir. 
I'll wut them at the landing, and secure 
Their nlent e 



DATID. 

If it please yon — velL 
[pKUonai Tdires, and nbtrm wtth OaiOB a 



Why 1 We heard nothing of it — Grace and I >— 
What a cadarerons hand 1 How bine and thin I 



At his first -wild awaldng he bemoaned 
ICs fimded durance in a hospital ; 
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And ranoe he spoke bo straagely, I have thought 
lit may have fled a mad-honse. Matters not I 
We've done our duty, and preserved his lift. 

UART. 

Shall I disturb him if I look at him P 
I'm strangely curious to see his face. 



.Go. Move yon carefully, and bring ns vord 
Whether he sleeps. 

[Uabt ritM, 0oe> to IM ttOt, and eirJa back foMiiit, 

Why ! What aila the girl ? 
I thought her nerves were iron. Dash her brov 
^d bathe her temples 1 

KAET. 

There — there, — ^that will do, 
•!ni over now. 
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DAVID. 

The man is speaking. Hnsli I 

Oh, what a heavenly dream I But it ia past, 
Like all my heavenly dreams, for never more 
Shall dream entrance me. Death has never dreama^ 
But everlaating -wakefulneas. The eye 
Of the qtuck spirit that has dropped the flesh 
May close no more in slumber. 

I must die I 
This paJnlesB apell which hiuds my weary liml)s — 
This peace ine^ble of soul and sense — 
Is dissolution's herald, and gives note 
That life is conquered and the struggle o'er. 
But I had hoped to see her ere I died ; 
To kneel for pardon, and implore one kisa, 
Fledge to my soul that in the coming heaven 
We should not meet as strangers, hut rejoin 
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Our liearts and lives so madlf stuidered here, 
Through &ult and freak of mine. Bat it i§ well 
God'a will be done I 

I dreamed that I had reached 
The old red fenn-hoase, — that I saw the light 
Flaming as brightly as in other timea 
It flashed the kitchen windows ; and that forms 
Were sliding to and fro in joyous life, 
Restless to give me welcome. Then I dreamed 
Of the dear woAtan who went oat with me 
One sweet spring morning, in her own sweet spring, 
To-^^wretohedness and ruin. Oh, for^ve— 
Dear, pitying Christ, forgive this cruel wrong, 
' And let me die I Oh, let me — let me die t 
Mary I my Mary I Could you only know 
liow I have suffered since I fled from you, — 
How I have sorrowed through long months of pain. 
And prayed for pardon, — ^you woild pardon me. 



N Google 



BITTBR-3WBET. 



[SoiU to 
Mfliy, what means thb ? Does he dream alone, 
Or are we dreaming ? 



Edward, I am here I 
I am yonr Maiy I Know 70a not my &ra f 
M7 husband, speak to. me 1 Oh, speak once more I 
This is no dream, hnt kind reality. 



[SaiHng Moadf, and looking kU^ amaut 

Yon, Maiy ? Is this heaven, and am I dead 7 
I did not know yoa died : when did yon die f 
And John and Peter, Grace and little Bnth 
Grown to a woman ; are they all with yon ? 
*Tis very strange I pity me, my fnends I 
For God has pitied me, and pardoned, too ; 
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Else I should not be here. N&y, 70D seem cold. 

And look on me witb sad severity. 

Have you no pardoning word — no amile for me t 



This is not Heaven's but Earth's reality ; 

This is the ^rm-honse — these yonr wife and fnendi. 

I hold yonr band, and I forgive you all. 

Pray yon reoline I Yon are not strong enongh 

To bear this yet. 

EDVABD. 

O toiling heart I nek and mnking heart t 

Give mo one hour of service, ere I die t 

This is no dream. This hand is pre(uoiiB fleshy 

And I am here where I have prayed to be. 

My God, I thank thee I Thon hast heard my prayer, 

And, in its answer, g^ven me a pledge 

Of the acceptance of my penitence. 
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Haw have I yearned for thia one priceless honi I 
Cling to me, dearest, while my feet go down 
Into the silent stream; nor loose your hold. 
Till angels grasp me on the other dde. 



Edward, yon are not dying — ^mnat not die; 
For only now are we prepared to live. 
Ton most have qniet, and a night of rest 
Be nlent, if yon love me ! 



If I love? 
Ah, Maryl never till this Heseed hour, 
When power and passion, lust and pride are g 
Have I perceived what wedded love may be;- 
(fiiutterable fondness, sool for soul; 
Profounde^ tenderness between two hearts 
Allied by nature, interlocked by lift. 
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I know that I sball die; but the low clouds 
TItat closed my^ mental vmon have retired!. 
And left a sky as clear and ualm as Heaven. 
I mufit talk nov, or never more on earth; 
So do not hinder me. 



[m<3iMf. 



Have yon a wish 
That I can gratify? Have yon any words 
To send to other friends? 



I have no MendB 
But you and these, and only wish to leave 
My worthless name and memory redeemed 
Within your hearts to pitying respect. 
I have no strength, and it becomes me not. 
To tell the story of my life of dn. 
I wat a drunkard, thief, adulterer; 
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And fled from Bh&me, with sh^mc, to find 
I }iad but few mouths of debauchery, 
I'ursued with mad intent to damp or drown 
The flames of a conauming conscience, when 
My body, poisoned, crippled with disease, 
Retused theguilty service of my soul, 
And at mid-day fell prone npon the street. 
Thence I was carried to a hospital. 
And there I woke to that delirium 
Which none but dnmkards this side of the pit 
May even dream of. 

But at last there came, 
With abstinence and kindly medicines, 
Ueleaae from pain and peaceful sanity; 
And then Christ found me, ready for His hand. 
I was not ready for Him when He came 
And asked me for my youth; and when He knocked 
At my heart's door in manhood's early prime 
With tenderest monitions, I deb^rcd 
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Ilifl waiting feet with promise and exonrc; 
And wheo, Id after years, absorbed in sin, 
. The genile sntamooa swelled to thundemigs 
That eclioed through the chambera of my Boul 
With threats of vengeance, I nhut np my ears; 
And then He went away, and let me roa h 
w'ithont arre^ or protest, toward the pit. 
1 made swift passage downward, till, at length, 
I had beotmie a miserable wreck— 
Pleasnre behind me; only pun before; 
My life lived out ; the fires of passion dead ; 
Without a friend; no pride, no power, no hope; 
No motive in me e'en to wish for life. 
Then, as I said, Christ cune, with stem and sad 
Reminders of His mercy and my guilt. 
And the door fell before Him. 

I went out, 
' And trod the wBdemesses of remorse 
For many days. Then from thdr outer verge, 
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Torlured and blinded, I plunged madly down 

Into the auUen bosom of despair; 

But strength from Heaven was given me, and prK 

served 
Breath in my bosom, till a light stream,^ np 
Upon the other shore, and I straok oat 
On the cold waters, straggling for my life. 
Fainting I reached the beach, and on my knees 
Climbed up tbe thorny hill of penitence, 
mi I could see, upon its distant brov, 
The Savioor bcck'ning. Then I ran — I flew— 
And grasped his outstretched hand. It liiled me 
High on the ei'e>-lasting rock, and then 
It folded me, with all my grie& and tears, 
My 81!] iick body and my guilt-stained sonl. 
To the great Luart that throbs for all the world. 



Dear Lord, I bless thee 1 Thoa hast heard my prayer. 
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And saved the Trandererl Hear tt once again, 
Anil lengthen out the life thoa haat redeemed! 



Mary, my wife, forbear! I may not give 

Response to such petition. I have prayed 

That I may die. When first the love Divine 

Received me on its bosom, and in mine 

I felt the springing of another life, 

I begged the Lord to grant me two reqnesta 

The first that I might die, and in that world 

Where paadon sleeps, and only infiuence 

From Him and those who cluster at ^Sia throne 

Breathes on the soul, the germ of Hia great lif«^ 

Bursting within me, might be perfected. 

The second, that your life, my love, and mine 

Uight be once more tmited on the earth 

Xn holy marriage, and that nune might be 

Breathed out at last within your loving arms. 
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One prayer le granted, and the other waits 
Bat a brief space for its accomplishment. 



But why this prayer to die ? Still loving me, — 
With the great motive for dedring life 
And the deep secret of enjoyment won,^ 
Why pray for death? 

XDWAKD. 

Do yon not Imow me, Mary? 
I am afrwd to live, for I am weak. 
I've found a treasore only life can steal ; 
I've won a jewel only death will keep. 
In snch a heart as mine, the priceless pearl 
Would not be safe. That which I would not take 
When health was with me, — whiob I spumed away 
So long as I had power to sin, I fear 
Would be anrrendered with that power's return 
And the temptation to its exercise. 
Por soul like qune, diseased in every part, 
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There U but one condition in vhich grooe 
Ma/ ^ve tt serviue. tor m; malady 
The Great Pfaymoian dravvs the blood away 
That only flows to feed its baleful fires; 
For only thus the balsam and the balm 
May touch the springs of healing. 

So I pray 
To bo delivered from myself, — ^to be 
Delivered from neoesnty of ill, — 
To be secured from bringing harm to yoiL 
Oh, what a boon is death to the dck soolt 
I greet it with a joy that passes speech. 
Were the \(hoIe world to come before me now,— 
Wealth "with its treasures; Pleaaure with its cup; 
Power robed in pnrple; Beauty in its pride, 
And with Love's sweetest blossoms garlanded ; 
Fame wilh its hftja, and Glory with its crown, — 
To tempt me lifeward, I would turn away, 
And stretch my hands nith utter eagempsa 
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Toward tbe paU angel vailJug for rae nov, 
And ^vfl my band to him, to be led oat, 
Serenely idnj^g, to the land of sbada. 



Edward, I yield yon. I would not retain 
One wbo baa strayed bo long from God and beaveo, 
Wben his weak feet have found tbe only path 
Open for snch as he. 



My Btrengtb recedes J 
Btit ere it M, tell me bow &res yoor life. 
You have seen sorrow ; bnt It comforts m* 
To bear tbe language of a chastened son! 
From one perverted by my guilty band. 
Yon Hpeaic the dialect of tbe redeemed— 
The Ilearen-accepted. Tell me it is so, 
And yon are bappy. 
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HABT. 

With awcet hope and trust 
I miv^ reply, *tiB as you think and wish. 
I have seen sorrow, Bnrely, and the more 
That I have seen nhat was iar worse; but Qoi 
Sent his own servant to me to restore 
My sadly straying feet to the snre path ; 
And in my soul I have the pledge of graoa 
Wliich shall suffice to keep them there. 



Ah, joy I 
Yon found a friend ; and my o'erfiowing heart. 
Welling with gratitude, pours out to him 
For his kind ministry its fitting meed. 
Oh, breathe his name to me, that my poor lips 
Uay bind it to a benison, and that, 
While dying, I may whisper it with those — 
JosUB and Mary — which I love J:he best. 
Name him, I -pray you. 
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MABT. 

Toa would ask of me 
To bear your thanks to him, and to reheana 
Your dying words? 



lie asks your good friend's name 
Yon do not nnderstand Mm. 



It is hard 
To give denial to a dying wish ; 
But, Edward, I've no right to speak his name; 
He was a Christian man, and you may give 
Of the fijil largeas of your gratitude 
All, without robbing God, yon have to give, 
And fail, e'en then, of worthy recompense. 



Four win is mine. 
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Nay, Mary, tell it bim I 
Wliere is he going he should bruit tlie name? 
RomembjT vhere he lies, and tliat no ean 
Save tbose of a 



UABT. 

There are others heio 
Wbo may not hear it. 

We win all retire. 
It IS not proper we should Hnger here^ 
Barring the sacred confidenoe of heart* 
I^urtihg so sadly. 

DAVID, 

Mary, yon mart yield, 
Kor keep the secret longer from yoor Mmdl 

KABY. 

David, yon know not what yon say. 



n,gN..(jNGoogle 



BITTEK'SWSIT. 



I know ; 
Bo give t1i6 dying roan do more deUf, 



I will declare it under yoor command. 

This stranger Mend — stranger for many moDthih— 

This man, seleotest instrument of Heaven, 

Wbo gave me succor in my hour of need. 

Snatched .me &om rain, rescued me from want. 

Counselled and cheered me, prayed with me, and thra 

Led me with careful hand into the light, 

Was he now bending over you in tear»— 

David, my brother I 



Blessed be his na 
Brother by every law, above — below I 
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{Ptile and kvinWv 
David ? My hnitband ? Did I hear aright ? 
Yoa are not iesttng I Sure you would not jeet 
At aucli a juncture 1 Speak, my husband, speak I 
Is this a plot to cheat a dying man, 
Or cheat a wife who, if it be no plot, 
la worthy death t What can yoa mean by this t 

UA.RT. 

Not more nor less than my true words convey 



QRiCX. 

Kay, Dand, tell me I 



DATID. 

Mary's words are troth. 



O mean and jealona heart what hast thou donet 
What wrong to honor, nnjite to Christian love, 
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And ebaiDe to self beyond self-pftrdoning I 
ilow can I evar lift my Mthless eyes 
To those tme eyea that I have counted false; 
Or meet those lips that I have charged with lie*; 
Or win the dear embraces I have spurned ? 

most nnhappy, most nnworthy wifal 

Ko one but he who still has clnng to thee, — 
Proud, and imperious, and impenitent, — 
No one but he who has in ulence borne 
Thy peevish criminations and complaints 
Can now foT^ve thee, when in deepest shame 
Tboa bowest with confession of thy faulta 
Dear husbimd I David I Look upon yonr wife I 
Behold one kneeling never knelt to you 1 

1 have abused yon and your &ithful love, 
And, in my great homiliation, pray 

You will not trample me beneath yonr feet, 
"ity my weakness, and remember, too, 
That Love was jealous of thee, and not Hate- 
That it was Love's own pride tormented me. 
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M7 husband take me once more to your vnae. 

And kiss me in for^venea§; bxj that 70a 

Will be my coonseHor, my friend, my love { 

And I will give myaelf to yon again. 

To be bH yoors — my reason, confidence, 

My fiuth and trust all yours, my heart's best lovo, 

My serrioe and my prayers, all yours — all yonrsl 



Rine, dearest, nse 1 It g^res me only pain 

That such as you should kneel to such as L 

Toot vords inform me that yon know boT weak 

I am whom you bave only &ncied weak. 

Forgive you? I forgave you everything; 

And take the pardon which your prayer insnreH, 

Let this embrace, this kisa, be evidence 

Oar jarring hearts catch common rhythm again, 

And we are loven. 
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Hash! Yon trouble Um. 
lie nnderatanda thia scene no more than we. 
Mary, he speaks to yon. 

EDWASD. 

Dear wife, fareweQ t 
The room grovs dim, and alently and soft 
The T^ is dropping 'twixt my eyes and yonis, 
WMch soon will hide me from you — yon from .a 
Only one hand is warm; it reels in yours. 
Whose fhll, sweet pulses throb along my arm, 
So that I live upon them. Cling to me! 
And tbna your life, after my life is past, 
Shall lay me gently in the arms of Death, 
Thus ^lall you link your being with a soul 
Gaang nnvdled upon the Great White Throne. 

Dfliu hearts of love surronn^g me, fitreweQ 1 
I oannot •» yon now ; or, if I do, 
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Yoa are tnuiBfigared. There are fluating foniu 

That whisper over me like Bummer leaves ; 

And aow tliere oomeB, aod spreads throngh'kll my sonl 

Deliiuona inflnx of another life, 

From out whose esaence spring, like living flowen^ 

AngeUo aenaea with qnick ultimate 

That catch the msUe of etherial roltes, 

And the thin chime of melting minatrelsf^ 

Rjsbg and &llliig — answered iar away— 

As Echo, dreaoung in the twilight woods, 

Repeats the warble of her twilight birds. 

And flowers that mock the Iris toss their oops 

In the impnlsive ether, and spill oat 

Sweet Udes of perfume, fragrant deluges. 

Flooding my spirit like an angel's breath. 

And still the tlirong .increases ; still nnfold 
With broader span and more elusive sweep 
The radiant vistas of a world divine. 
Bat p my sou] I what vision rises now I 
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Far, &a awa^, irhite blamg like the sun, 

In deepest diatance and on lugfaest bdght, 

Through walla diaphanona, and atmosphere 

Flecked with unniunbered foiioa of miadre power, 

Out^omg fleetly and returning alow, 

A presence shines I may not penetrate; 

But on a throne, with smile inefiable, 

I Bee a form my conscious spirit knows. 

Josos, my Saviour 1 Jeans, Lamb of God I 

Jesna who taketh from me all my mns, 

And &om the worldl Jeans, I come to thee! 

Come thou to me I come. Lord, quickly I Comet 

DATID, 

Flown on the wings of raptnre 1 Is this death ? 
Ilia heart- is still ; bis beaded brow is cold ; 
[Us waited breast struggles for breath no more; 
And his pale features, hardened with the slreaa 
Of Life's redstance, momently subside 
Into a smile, calm as a twilight lake, 
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Spreot with the imagea of rising stars. 

We have seen Evil in his coantless fomu 

In these poor lives; have met his armed hotts 

In dread encounter and disoomfitnre ; 

And Isngnished in captivity to them, 

Until we lost our courage and our &jth ; 

And here we see thdr Chieftun — ^Terror's Eingt 

He cats the knot that binds a weary soul 

To faithless pasfflous, sateless appetites, 

And powers perverted, and it flies away 

Singing toward Heaven. He turns and looks at ai| 

And finds ns weeping with our gratitude — 

Full of sweet sorrow, — sorrow sweeter &r 

Than the Bupremeat eostasy of joy. 

And this is death! Think you that raptured soul 
Now waUdng humbly in the golden streets, 
Bearing the predons Irarden of a love 
Too great for utterance, or with hushed heart 
Drinking the muMc of the ransomed thronj^ 
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Coant4 death aa evil? — evil, dokneas, ptdn, 

Calamity, or aught that Go4 prescribed 

To dhre it of its an, or bring it where 

The healing hand of Christ might touch it P UTo I 

lie is a maa to-night — a man in Jhrist. 

Tliia was liis ohildfaood, here ; and as ve g^e 

A smile of vonder to the little woes 

That drew the tears from oat our own young eyes- 

Tha Idnd corrections and severe ooostraints 

Imposed hy those who loved us — so fie sees 

A Other's diasdsement in all the ill 

That filled his life with darlmess; so he sees 

In every evil a kind instrument 

To chasten, elevate, correct, subdae, 

And fit him for that heavenly estate — 

Saintship in Christ — the Manhood Absolute t 
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UiDNiaHT noi eBeooet In the West, onTeilect, 
The broad, iiiU moon is sluning, with the stan. 
On monnt and vaUcf, forest, rooi^ and rock, 
On billowy hills Bmootfa-Btretohing to the Ay, 
On r^ and wall, on all things &r and near, 
Cling the bright crystals, — all the earth a floor 
Of polished ulrer, pranked with bending forms 
ITplifling to the Ught their predoua weight 
Of pearU and diamonds, set in palest gold. 
The Btorm is dead; and when it rolled away 
It cook no star from heaven, but left to evtlt 
8nch legacy of beanty as The Wind — 
The light-robed shepherdess &om Cuban groTea— 
Driving soft showers before her, and warm airs, 
. And her wid&«oatt«9-I &ook» of wet-wingea birds, 
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NevflT beatoved np(m the vfuUag Spring. 
Pale, iilenl, amUing, cold, and beautiful) 
Do stonoa die thus? And is it this to diet 

Wduight and silenoel In that liallowed room 
God's {\ill'Orbed peace is shuung, with the stars. 
On bead and hand) on brow, and lip, and eye, 
On folded arms, on broad onmoving breast, 
On the white-sanded floor, on everything. 
Rests the pale radiance, while bending forma 
Stand all around, loaded with predous weight 
Of jewels such as holy angels wear, 
llie man is dead ; and when he passed away 
He blotted out no good, but left behind 
Suob wealth of &ith, such store of love and truat, 
As breath of joy, in-floating from the ialea 
Smiled on by ceaseless summer, and indued 
With foliage and Sowers perennial. 
Never conveyed to the enchanted soul. 
Do men die thus? And is it this to dieP 
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Midnight and siiaicel At each waiting bed, 
Iluflband and wife, embracing, kiied ia prayer; 
And lips nnnsed to snch a beniaon 
Breathe bleSMngs apon evil, and 0.ve thanks 
For Icnowledge of its sacred ministiy. 
An in&nt Qestlea on a mother's bieast, 
Wbose head ia pillowed where it has not lain 
For months of wa§ted life — ^the tale all told. 
And confidence and lore for-aye secure 

The widow and the vii^n; where are they? 
The mom shall find tbefn watching wiUi the doad. 
Like the two angels at the tomb of Cbrist,— 
One at the head, the other at the foot,— 
Guarding a sepulchre whose occupant 
Uait risen, and rolled the heavy stone awsjl 
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